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PREFACE: 

CONTAINING 

OBSERVATIONS ON MUSIC. 



1 HE eyes of Europe are turned upon Greece; — Greece, un- 
noticed for centuries, has fixed at present the attention of the 
civilized world ; and, venerable even in her most abject state, 
cannot but fill the minds of a philosophic observer with me- 
lancholy reflections. What will be cur fate if such has been 

hers ? 

"Stat sua cuique dies.*' — Vir^l, 

In all languages poetry has preceded prose. Homer in 
Greece, Dante in Italy, and Spenser in England, may be al- 
leged in support of the above observation : and we may ven- 
ture therefore to assert, that no person can obtain a perfect 
knowledge of the modem Greek, now forming itself into a re* 
gular language, without perusing the Romaic poetry, which as 
yet consists principally of national Songs. As the Greeks ge- 
nerally accompany their dances with singing, the greatest part 
of their songs are adapted to dancbg. We trust, therefore, 
that a collection of them, exhibiting the actual state of Grecian 
poetry, music, .and dancing, cannot but prove interesting to 
the public at large. 

The national and popular Songs of the Greeks are of three 
distinct classes: they are either Anacreontic, Patriotic, or 
Kleftic (that is Brigand), songs. - 
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' 'The Atiacrebk^c songs are written in a Iraiguage rivaling 
ltd pkifent for strengdi of expression and sweetness of squii49 
and have occasional bursts of such an infantile iiaio^^» t})a|it 
is hot possible to withhold a smile on contrasting them with 
our maimers and mode of thinking: while the Patriotic i^Bg^, 
which since the commencement of the struggle of the Gred&s 
%r' iiidependenee have appeared amongst tfaem» and ^^hich 
latt^eVbtn partly composed in Riga's time» the period of the 
Dfit'VeVdlutfon, partake so much of the heroic fii?e. of' their ^- 
'tel^ioi;^,'^ii! have so strong a tincture of religious eBtb^^i2^pcl 
fiiM ii^ohd feeYmg^ that we are persuaded no apology wi^tbe 
r^qiiiii^ed for offering a collection of both to the public.,. ^fftlpe 
^^li^th of Achilles warmed the imagination of Horner^ Homer's 

^ra^sbdies mziy have inspired many an Ac^Ues. . Tb^ Kle£^c 
^%1SH^dhd Songs are entirely original^ o£ a na^nal gr^yv^, 
tetHcitiefore require some explanatioo. ,,,,;,.. 

''^'^Ih Variods parts of Greece lives a race of men.knowiv Hinder 

""'^SiLi^^miHie of Klc^ (robbers), who have always maiii^mn^d 

"^ tElJ^' ihd^iidence) and have never been entirely conquered 

'^fty^e^Tii^ks^. 

^'^ ^IMVlKbtiu sfieaks of them in the folbwang ten^s : 
<{^'<<t^p^fircim justifying their robberiea^ I j»ty those who are 

^ tb^^'ciMfte (df tliem ; but I must do the KlefUs justice to say, 

^%4? tfe^dertaiidy would not tiiink of molestmg othevf^^and 
~ inffig tbo!^ violent means which sully the £une of tliejb: valour, 

*^^^W@i^e iHery not in continual danger of losing what they prefer 
iB mp 'ifejelf— their freedom."— The reader may there&re 
ju^ge what he has to expect from Kleftic poetry. 
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'What kaa^lieen said of the greajt efie<(iprQ4Hi^ )^,tjt]^)po- 
pdla^'sdngs of Swk2»rland,r^which nmst he ti:^,f!^i^.y^ i^ 
'luidbnal poetry and mnsici^-r-holda equally gpqd JA t)^s in3tW[^<^. 
^^^' Whoe^r has had an opportunity of hearing the9e paj^tip 
iietlgs ^rfomed by Greeks in the presence of Greeks, apd, Q^ 
'^^r^g the enthusiasm eadb single note excites, will, I am i^^- 
' Sriricfed no longeir doubt what is reported to have been (^^Gbcjljed 
'% the warniongs oi Tyrtssus, or the chorus of the !^un|e9id^ 
oh l3te A^heman stage. We read in the Classics,: wi(b.a.4c)gffle 
'of a^to^Mmteiit 'often vergii^ on scepticism, of the Wjoi^d^)^ 

^)^flk!l ]pii;«Mlti^d>: by music among the ancient^ : . an^ si^f^fj^p- 
fyh'^niahais loiftt her magic power amongst us, we j^^ni^- 

' rally '^posed to consider their account as the pleasing ^cjtif:^ 
'yMT'tl^ poets ; ot if we admit them to be true, we mvia^ 9^W^lff^ 

^ llhM^th^rlfiftisio, of which we have no remain8>inii^t ha]Pj|eJ^ 
surpassed every modem production. On the .c^ti)9l|,l^i^f]^ 

^^h^ We ecmsider our many powerful auxiliaries in .ppusic 

* Whi<jh'wer6 unknown to the ancients, — such.as the svyperip^y 
df oar instruments; our advanced knowledge in ma^^q^^s, 
and consequently in the science of harmony ; our. i^ore. ]^l%ct 
mode of pe^etuating our musical ideas, an inv.^!^0];it /pf no 
'rei^tef date than the eleventh century, T*-we arc; ^e^;^ sup- 
pose diat the superiority in music -must lie on the ^y)/^p^^e 

"Moderns; Simplicity was the characteristic of apqi^ W^^' 

'' ' Plato in his Republic directs that every one should Jbj^^iiu^^^^ 
in 'music. In ancient Greece not only the poets, butt ey^^pie 

'liosit^'sasge, the hardy warrior^ and the busy statesman ^ere 
excellent musical performers; whidi is a strili^ing exi4^*P^ ^^ 
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tb^ MHipUcity of ancient mu£dc; since in our times it requires 
the whole life of an individual to arrive at any moderate de* 
gxee of jper&edon in that art. The nature and suse of the an* 
cient stage will furnish additional strength to the above axiom. 

The ancients treated every thing in the fine arts on a grand 
scale.^ All they exhibited in architecture, statuary^ music, and 
evea their tragedies, were (if I may be allowed the use of such 
an expression) frewo paintings, leaving it to ut to excel in 
miqiaUifes. 

We have no remains of the ancient music; but as the 
lit^gy of .the Catholic church was regulated by St. Gr^ory in 
the seventh century, at a period when the ancient public 
t^ate^S'Were still open, it might be expected (although the 
ta^ in the fine arts was then already verging on barbarism) 
that the old church music would give us some idea of music 
m general amongst the ancients. 

There exists ^y one obstacle to the experiment: that is, 
it may be apprehended that our vocal performers could not 
aoeomplish the execution. 

The singers among the ancients were obliged, both from the 
iriee and nature of the anci^t stage, and &om the simplici^ 
of thear music, to acquire a clear and strong voice, and to 
study principally the art of swelling and decreasing it. 

The great aim of awr vocal performers is to obtam a velo^ 
cii^ or pliability of voice, which indeed astonishefi, but leaves 
U8 ei^d unimpassioned admirers. 

1^ following very simple reason will account for this want 
of effect. Any performance in which a pliability of voice 
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is principally required, presupposes a sariet of hofe^mioiHng 
each other in quick succession.' Bvt its the greatest- >pait ol^ 
musical expression depends on swelling and decreasing tte 
voice, and on uniting and meltmg imperceptibly on&Q6te iiito^ 
another, expressimi diminishes as Telocity increakies% • 

The singers in the Pope's chapel at Rome are stricdy beit^ 
to refrain £rom all modem ornaments, and to approxinuite 
their performance to the principles of the old schodk' ^ -* -'^^ 

The connoisseurs who have heard the Miserere rf PiM^' 
/rina performed at Rome (but at Rome oidy), cease' not ^ to 
speak of its great effect. See <miy with what- raptunb- ite' 
classical Madame de Stael remembers the performance; ' ^- * 

Phsenomena of so singular a nature hai^ led mfe'sito-'A' 
train of ideas 'OD the subject of music, a field on' wUch 4iA^- 
ticism has noit thrown as yet a sufficient philosophical lights* '*' 

I shall submit to my readers some speculative ideiB' on* 
music in general, which may serve as materials for fal^xa^ in- 
vestigation. " . - • • * ^s > 

The great aim both of poetry and music is to exoitflT ipomt^ 
passimis: but the foirmer can only speak to the heart, throiigh 
the medium of the heaid ; for we must first undentand' what 
the poet says,' ere we can feel with him. Hence it is the in^ 
terest of the poet, instead of speaking in the abstntctr of 
making use of vague expressions, to personify andind^ridu- 
alize as mudi as possible, in order to bring theTairioiui di*^' 
vergent rays of the particular passion he wishes to excite^ 
into 6ne focus, and to fix them cm one circumstance or indivi- 
duaL .'. »sv i. 
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On the oontraiyr miuiic in its purity speaks direc^ to the 
heart, ^without the medium of language, and excites m ns ge^ 
neral passions ; or (if I may be allowed so to express myself ), 
a -feeling in the abstract, which is not fixed on any indiyidiial, 
or limited by given circumstances. 

On hearing a beautiful Sonata, we feel our passions 'roused 
according to its tenour ; that is, we perceive in ourselves a ge- 
neral capaHlity or disposition to feel, without being under the 
necessity of applying it to any circumstance or persooror (to 
upeak in the terms of the schools) we have then the form, of 
oar feeling without the matter. . ., 

Music when accompanying poetry excites in us a feeling of a 
double nature. While the former grants the particular pcussion, 
it excites all possible latitude, and allows us to so» otrer the 
bomidless space of undefined feeling ; — the latter, by eonneedng 
Sesame with some particular circumstance or object, ccmoen- 
trates'our passions, and draws us gently back to our tenrestrial 
globe. 

Our passion is then generalized and individualized at ithe 
same time; and this dubious state, the twilight of the: mind, 
is the source of the inexpressible ddight we feel on such oc- 
casions. It was singing, or the combined power of poetry and 
music, which produced those wonderful efiects we read of in 
antiqmty. ^ 

' The human mind is not capable of givmg itself up Jot any 
kaigth of time to any feeling whatsoever, taken in its most 
abstract sense. Our nature is such, that we cannot feel long 
without thinking; that is to say, we cannot long support any 
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feeling without unitiiig it with some oorrespoadent thoughts, 
and widiout reflecting <m the efifect it produces upon us. 

Whoerer listens to a heautiM piece of imtrumental nnisic, 
whieh exeites our passions in the ahstract, will ohserve, that 
he is not capahle of supporting for any period the feeling 
roused^ him, without at the time connecting the same with 
some particular circumstance or correspondent idea* 
' From the above observations we may draw the following 
conclusions. It is in the very nature of music to generalijBe 
oiur passions: hence every thing ought to be avoided which 
can possibly tend to fix our feelings on any particular object. 

Descriptive music therefore, such as battles, &c.^--a fault 
into which even the great Haydn has been sometimes, be- 
-tx^jeAj — may be placed in a parallel with didactic poetry. 
> l^y are both destitute of the essentials of the art. In vocal 
»usie, where the generalizing effect is already counterba- 
lanced by the poetry, both melody and harmony ought to be 
of the most simple nature; for all complication requires an' ef- 
ibrt of the mind, and that efibrt destroys feeling. Instrumental 
music which expands our passions is of so ^ague a nature^ that 
something is required to compensate this disadvantage. Com- 
piioation both of harmony and melody fmd here their proper 
sphere. 

Vocal music alone can become popular. In songs,* both ^le 
feelings and the thoughts are excited ; nothing remains op- 
tional with us, and we have nothing to do but to give our- 
selves passively up in order to enjoy them. For the very same 
Teaaoit'it will be easily perceived that instrument^ music 
can never become popular to the same degree. 
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It xequses ImofiHedge to understauid and to reliab a oom- 
pUcation of sounds: and akhough instrum eiital nmsic m its 
eSeet leaves as no cation with r^ard to fediD^ yet we are 
iavanably obliged to use an exertioQ d the mind, in wder 
to WMfmert widi it some reflections or coneflpondent ideas; 
and we loMnr that thinking is too great an effinrt for mankind 
generally.. 

' A song is simpley mhoi the execution of it does not require 
a greater extent of voice than an octave i|nd a half; when 
the melody or the succession of sound consists of shcnrt di- 
stances of the gamut; and lastly, whan it neither contains 
vi(4ent changes of keys nor metre. 

- That these rules admit of exceptions on extraordinary oc- 
caaioQS cannot be denied. ¥rhoevery for instance, has heard 
Haydn's Creation, will admire the abrupt and violent change 
of keys in that beautiful passage which so fwcibly marks the 
sudden -fhange from darkness to li^t. 

.Trffflgwage precedes grammar, and poetry criticism. We 
have music; we feel its effect; but between cause and effect 
th^me remains a something which has hitherto baffled all in- 
quiry. 

, .We.fed that a song written in 4* is majestic, in 2* gay, in 
^k softi in 4b melancholy, and so on ; though the charact^ of 
spme keyf^ iieems to me not to be as yet ascertained, but of a 
dlibipus nature. Nobody, however, has as yet explained why 
a ^h^nge of keys produces a diange of passion. I cannot but 
condemn on this occasion the silly practice of transposing music 
from one' key into another, merely for the convenience of the 
performers, at the expense of common sense and musical ef- 
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feet. Every one must be shocked to hear a love-song,* written 
originally in 3 b, performed in 2*. 

Another great point which remains still fx> be investigated^ 
is an analysis of the effect produced by the di£^rent interrak 
of the gamut. This would be a study-of the greatest oonse* 
quence, and might be cultivated by a critical observation on 
the inflection of the human voice and its various modificatiett^ 
such as are prompted by nature at the moment we are ligitated 
by our different passions : ' » : 

•^ "Difficile est proprie communia dicere." — Horace. 
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The use of the correct inflection of voice in the cemi^n ktel> 
course of life is exceedingly difficult. An accurate stud^ of 
recitative, which is certainly one of the most diffictdt fattxik of 
composition, appears to me the best method of investigatiii^ 
the subject. . t : 

We have abandoned the recitative in oat operas^ 'froni'tiie 
mistaken idea that it is not natural toadapt singing txycdmmbn- 
place expressions, such as "Bring me a glass of water>'' "Shtrt 
the door," &c. B\it the following observations will ^a^fly s^io^ 
how erroneous such a notion is. In an opera where the t6cir 
tative is used, we have only once to suppose that "v^e'itt m a 
world where people never speak but always sing, and '6Verj^ 
thing then will appear quite natural. But in q[ieras'^v4^re 
singing and speaking are alternately employed, th^' fldnd is 
obhged to use a continual effort, (as there is no reas6n as<^ 
signed why people speak one instant and siAg the next,) 
in transporting itself repeatedly from the real world into' an 
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ideal oney^-an exertion which is evidently peniiciQu«. to the ef- 
fect both of music and poetry. In our operas we are frequendy 
oUiged for fifteen or twenty times in one evening to beUeve 
and to disbddeve the yery same thing* Nothing but babk in- 
duces ua to put up with such an incongruity. 

The recitative may be traced at least as far back as th0 
(jrcKnan atage, Aristotle divides music into fiovtriKiiv xJAfXrjv, 

The former was used as a simple Cantilena, with^ which) ioi 
the Grecian stage, the iambic verse was recited, accompanied 
by a single pipe, for the mere object of distinguishing the 
laetrei which precisely corresponds with pur recitativp^-r-at 
least with what it ought to be. 

. The latter, /wvaiK^ Kara fieX^Blas was made use of i^ tb^ 
strophe, antistrophe and epode, answering to our airs* . .^ 

Gluck, Mozart, and Spontini(in his opera called .** la YestalQ ") 
have sufficiently proved the effect of a well-managed recitative. 
\ ,. Ere I take leave of the present subject, I beg to introduce 
Uy mj readers a composer, who seems to be very, little Ipo^ 
^t of Germany. Mr. Weigel has shown most ^4^W^ly.^^ 
hia operas ''The Family of Switzerland" and ''The Oirph^ 
Hospitd," what can be e&cted by the most simple 9iusic. . 

. 'Now «&w words on the following sheets.r-^ . v, . . 

As they oontain a collection of the Romaic popular sc^^ J 

have not attempted to make any orthographical or gianiO(V»tir 

<;al corrections in the original text, but offer it to my x^^js 

such as I found it. 
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" Thucr for instance, the burden of die tibird Patnotic Song ia 
Hr^ 4 ^^evSepia instead of ^^roi rifv iXtvOepiav^ an enror liot 
tuMMual amongst the Greeks ; for it has been ebewhere ob- 
served disc the use of the nominative in lieii of the aceusadve 
is quite an habitual mistake amongst ike inhabitants ' of 
Smynia*''' 

/' NtH'II. of the Amatory Songs has been partly tramknted by 
Lord Byron, and is to be found in his minor poems, begiraiing 
«<4th^lhe wk^ds : 

:»-;ri'.; r . **'Ah love was never yet Without 
^^^' The pang, the agony, the doubt,*' 4cc« ^ '- v"' 

jt j,^ Oreeks pretend the dance named Thesaieo to be llhe 
genuine dance of Theseus. Without entering into a discussioh 
bki' So delicate a point, or on the nature of Ghreek daAces 
in genera! (reserving them as a subject of future invesdgatibh), 
I 6^' id transcribe die following passage fVom Langhorhe's 

phu&ch; '■'■■•/■■ ' • • ■■■■ ' - ■^■-^' 

^^^^TheSeus iii his return from Crete put in at Delos; luid 
Mv&g sacrificed to Apollo and dedicated a statue of Venus 
Wlifclt hie received from Ariadne, joined with die yoiing rii^ 
&ii'i^ dahce' which the Delians are said to practise atdiit dfr^. 
It consists in an imitation of the mazes and oudets of the la- 
byrinth, and with various involutions and evolutions is per- 
formed in regular dme. This kind of dance, as Dicaea^tihus 
hxfontis us, is called by the Delians the Crane. He danced it 
rbtttid the altar Keraton, which was built entirely of the left- 
iBide horns of beasts. He is also said to have instituted games 
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in DeloSy when he began the custom of giving a pahn to the 
victorfe." — The Ltfe of Theseus. 

** Callimachus infonns us» the Crane was a circular dance, 
and probably called so because cranes commonly fly in the fi- 
gure of a circle. Before the time of Theseus, Eustathius 
says, men and women always danced in separate parties ; and 
this prince first united the separate parties in that amusement, 
upon rescuing his young companions from the labyrinth." — 
Comm. on II. xviii. 

'* This dance afler a lapse of three thousand years still ex- 
ists in Greece under the name of *the Candiot.'*' 

See an account of it in M. Guy's Hist, Lit, de la Grece, 
let. xiii. And a plate in Leroy, Ruines de plus beaux 
Monumens de la Grece, 

Nate. — ^The author has been obliged to omit some specimens 
^of music, which he had intended to publish in this collection, 
on account of the additional expense of printing them. 
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AFA IIA /me <rav a ay air (S, 
GeXe )U€ aai' ae OeXo), 
Tiar €)(^ei v aXOr) evac KaipOQ 
Na 0€4;, Kai va firj OeXw, 

AyaTra /me yia toi/ 0eo, 
Ka/i€ yia rrjv ^vj(^»; cov, 
Kai fxriv jx a(f)fi(Tyc va ^aflw 

£ eti' eVTpOTTt) blKI) cov. 



SPECIMENS 



OF 
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AMATORY SONGS. 



I. 



When I say Yes, Ah ! say not Nay- 
With love requite a lover. 
Lest I in turn thy scorn repay. 
Ere many a day be over. 

O love me, thou ; for Pity's sake 
Love's pains to soothe endeavour ; 
For if my faithful heart should break. 
Thine be the blame for ever. 
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Uifie Kai iroaov a ayaircj, 
Kai Sep (TTO (j>av€p6vfo, 
Av a aXXoi' ^X^*^ "^^^ fficoiro 

EyW TQVe. (TKOTOVtO, 

TS,jun<r€Xp€ Kai fx a(f)i<r€, 
M eva yiaXi (j>ap/JLaKi, 
Na yeviofxai Kai va SeiirviS 

Q?6 va ira Kai v aX0p. 

Effv TO l^evpeic fxaria fiov 
TltJC (re fiov ayairau), 
Ki aXXoi' Oeov (jjtrav etre 

Eyci Sev irpoaKvvaw, 



K* " /l'^ \ > » » ^ 

i av ueAifQ I'a /xriv fi ayairaQ 

Ile^'O TcJi^ ofjifiaTiiSv aov, 

Na fxriv fie (rairevovve 

Orav wepvtj air efiirpoQ <rov. 
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The heart is warm, and words are cold. 
Love pines with secret anguish. 
By heaven he dies ! — the rival bold 
Who dares for thee to languish. 

Woe's me ! thou goest and I remain. 
Remain a prey to sorrow ; 
Love's poison'd cup though now I drain. 
Yet Love may smile tomorrow. 

My sweetest soul, whom I adore. 
Think not Love's lays are idle ; 
On high I '11 seek My heaven no more. 
Thou art my heaven, my idol ! 

Can I not melt that ice-cold heart. 
With my warm tears and sighs ? 
Then cease to yield Love's piercing dart. 
Nor kill me with thine eyes. 
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B'. 

AFA'nH Sep e^atin 
IloTe yjopiQ KavfiovQj 
Me ^aaaava /le iraOri, 
Kai JUL ava'oevayfAOVc. 

BjoaSm^ei^ ^ri/xepovei, 
Aev eipai jSoXero 
Na juiriv ai^a^ei^a^ctf 
Kai va fJLTiv iriKpaOfS, 

vtopic^d) on eifiai 
Koi'Ttt yia va yoBiS, 

Toi' iropov fiov va eiirw, 

Aei^ T oXTTC^a va elvai 
Toaov (f)apjuLaKepa 
lov eptJTOQ ra irauri 
Kai t6(tov 0Xipe/oa. 



AMATORY SONGS. 



II. 

Alas ! where is the lover 
Who loves without a sigh ? 
Tears anguish will discover. 
And dim the languid eye. 

Behold the stars of heaven ; 
Whilst even wretches sleep. 
My heart by grief is riven. 
My weary eyelids weep. 

Conscious that love dissolves 
My spirit's mortal ties. 
To none my grief devolves. 
No friend beneath the skies ! 

Defying in my madness 
The shafts of Cupid 's bow, 
I sigh in tears of sadness, 
I feel their magic now. 
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EXevOe/oa irovXaKia 

Mil 'jUTTiyre 'c to icXovj3i« 

2< TOW eptOTOG TO Ot^TIO 

K eic Trjv €7rtj3ovX^. 

LrfT€i yia v a(paPiL,y 
Na Kaly Tate KapSiaic, 
O epojraQ o xpevrtin 
Me Tate eTTCjSovXatc. 

H/Aovv eva irovXaKi 
Xct^ptc <TvX\oyi<Tpovc, 

Kai O^C (76 KaVflOVQ, 



QappovraQ v airoXavaw 
KaWirepriv xapa 
MirepSevOvKa Q ra ^TraOij 
Kaf KXalyw OXifiepa. 



»T V 



loc avOptJirov ei/iai 
Kai /nrj ^e rvpavveiQ, 
Tiari Oa epO ri iopa 
Na jue evOviJ,riOyQ. 



AMATORY SONGS. 

Expand thy sdry pinion. 
Of love's gilt cage beware ; 
Fly distant, feathered minion. 
Nor tempt the pleasing snare. 

For love is but beguiling 
Thy true and simple heart. 
The truant, blandly smiling. 
On thee essays his ail. 

Gay moments free from sorrow 
I passed, a careless boy. 
Ne'er thinking on the morrow. 
If but today gave joy. 

Hoping for sweet caresses, 
I ventured in love's sphere. 
Grief now my heart oppresses,- 
My only joy's a tear. 

I'm cradled on love's billow. 
Oh, tyrannize me not ! 
Sleepless on thy lone pillow. 
Thou 'It yet lament thy lot. 
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Kavfiov /ueyaXov €)^w 
LivoQ va Tov enno y 
Uov fj. eyovv wXriyofievov 
Avcu fJULTia w ayaw(M)» 

Aqiitov ejio Oappovaa 
UtSc eyja) va yapiSf 
Kat Ttjpa Ti 0a yevw 
Qav/Aatfo Ki aTTopdiS. 

Metro c TO Saai] (f>u}Q /jlov 
AawXayyva va yaQw 
Tia T opo/xa ffov fiovov 
Eice? va 0vtnafT0(o» 

Nv^ra Kai rifxepa ^wa fiov 
Etrej'a Xaj^Tapw, 
Atto toi' j'ow fiov Pyaiv(a) 
* Qpa, va /xrj (re iSoi. 

Se'^wpifTjuLov ayatrtiQ 

Epa>TCICO TTOvXlj 

Aei' T oX7r(2![a ere aeva 
Na eSw /ticrajSoX?}. 
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Keen is my bosom's anguish : — 
To whom my tale impart ? 
For two bright eyes I languish. 
Which struck me to the heart. 

Long doting on my ruin. 
And sueing bliss from thee, 
I am myself undoing, — 
What will become of me "^ 

'Midst woodland wilds some morning 
Thou 'It hear thy lover dies. 
Then know, 'tis to thy scorning 
He falls a sacrifice. 

Nay there is rapture in it. 
Thy form alone to see ! 
If but for one brief minute,— 
I live not, but in thee. 

O'er meadows birds are ranging. 
Flowers deck the gay parterre. 
But oh ! to see thee changing. 
It grieves, — a thing so fair ! 
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TeXeia yia rpeXov, 
Kai oXoi fx ovofxaCovv 
Me Xeyovv TreXeXov. 

nipScica TTov *<rai ^cJc juov, 
A^€c jue I'a (Tc i8a>, 
Ml) J' Kpv(ie<Tai <T rd Satrrj 
Fio i^a <T€ Kvvriyu). 

Po8 ei<rac wXovfXKTiLievri 
Kae Oaj'aTOJ' 0a iSwc 
'EXejuo<Tvi/i] ica/u6 
Kae /til) /[i€ TvpavveiQ, 

nXijycaTc Sev (f>aivovTai, 
larpoQ Kai Sev evpeOri 
Na eiiry : larpevovrau 

. Ta /iarca <rov /uov Z^iyyovv 
Na Xaj3a> virofiovri 
AXX eyoi 8ei/ rovq Tri^evw 
Fian ettrai SoXop^. 
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Plunged 'midst a gloom of sadness. 
My passion nought can cool ; 
The world must call it madness. 
And me a doting fool. 

Quit thy retreat, — thy lover 
With sight of thee be blest. 
My Partridge! [A] else a rover, 
rU seek thy hallow 'd nest. 

Rosebud ! though now so pretty. 
Death is each beauty's lot ; 
My charmer show some pity. 
Oh ! tyrannize me not. 

Such wounds beyond discerning. 
Thine eye darts through the veil. 
No sage's art or learning 
Such wounds could ever heal. 

Thine eyes make sweet professions. 
And soothe with hope my heart ; 
Yet doubt I those confessions. 
False smiling child of art ! 
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Ykov(o aviifxeaov fxov 

TI(Sq (ipidKOfiai <f Tov Koafjiov 
Yia va TvpavvidOfS. 

$(i>C /iiov wapriyopia juiov 

A f \ i \ 

Avwriffov Kai e/ite, 
AXXa yco wavTa poSa 
M.riv aireXwiZric jne, 

Xai/u€i/oc eifxaiy irayto 

Na <J(OfT(0 TTiP t^YJV 

Tstjriv aireXTnafxevr^v 
Kae KaOapav ^v^rm. 

^^X^ /uov ayaTTtifievri 
Mijv aTreXwi^riQ fie 
''Ot o KOGfxoc, eivai poSa 
Kai deXei cr/ui^ojuae. 

*Qpaca /iov (T opKiZfio 

Na ixr\v <T o7rapaiTTj<rc»> 
Ma I' el/uas-e fxaCv* 
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Undone by thee, fair scoffer, — 
(A voice speaks in my breast,) 
Thou soon shalt cease to suffer. 
Thy heart shall be at rest. 

Veil not thy face with rigour. 
Smile on a lover's trance ; 
And through that cruel visor 
Beam forth a hopeful glance. 

Woe's me ! my sweetest treasure, 
With Ufe I soon shall part ; 
Death wrests from me no pleasure, — 
From thee, a faithful heart. 

Youth's joyful dreams were driven. 
Away at thy rebuke ; 
On earth I sought my heaven, — 
The sunshine of thy look. 

Zeal still thy form shall cherish. 
My love shall time defy ; 
ril follow thee or perish. 
With thee I live or die. 



TPAFOrAIA KAE'4>TIKA. 
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TPArorAIA KAE'OTIKA, 



TOY" KQ'STA. 

" MIA^ Kopri eKavyjnOiiKey 
"Toi^ Xapov Sev (f>o(iaTaij 
^^Ttar €)^ei ewea aBe\(j>ovQy 
^^Tov Ko>?ai^Tcyo -yio avSpay 
" Tloyei ra (nrtiria to ttoXXg, 
" Ta reiraapa TraXoTia/^ 

Ki' a Xapoc €-yive ttovXi, 
^Say fiavpo ^eXiSoi'i, 
Ki CTTiiye Kc eaairexpey 
I17V ICO/0 apptoviafffievri. 
Ki '^ fxawa TIG rriif eicXace, 
Kai 19 /Liavva rca r^i^ icXacet. 



V 
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KOSTA. 

'* 1 FEAR thee not, pale Charon^ 
** Hear» maid, the vaunting word ! 
" I have nine valiant brothers — 
'* Is Kosta not my lord? 
*' He has four stately houses, 
" And many a homely hearth." 
In shape a black-plumed swallow 
Charon ascends on earth. 
Launches his deadly arrow. 
The bride for ever sleeps. 
Then wept the loving mother. 
The tender mother weeps. 

c2 
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^^Xape KaKO irov /uovicofieO, 
'^ 2ri|y /uaM /uov Ovyarepa 
"StiJi^ /wai' /uov icai ^ova)^i$y, 
" Kai Tijy Kokiiv ^ov Kopii." 
Ma Ma Kal o Kit^ac irpo/SaXcM, 
'Airo rjnfXa \ayKaSa 
Me T€rpaico<riovc yofiarovc^ 
M' efJiTa 8vo iracyi^Sta. 
"2iifV€Tai Twpa Ttiv X^P^' 
" TMverai to iraiyyi&a.'* 
Kc' Imoc 7avpoc eirpo/SaXe, 
Eic TK ireSe/oac n^i^ voprav. 
"*H ireOepa fx aneOavey 
"*H weOepoc fi rredavei 
" Ka^eTc air' rotic icovwarovi; /uov 
^' 6a i^f Mac Xa/3<i>fi€M0c/' 

KXorJIca fiapei tov fiavpovrov, 
Ecc TTji' eyicXeaia irfiyaci/ec, 
Bpi(riC6i TOM n pwr ovfia^opif 
Uov ^Tiavei TO funifiovpi, 
^^Tc6 fiov Ma 2^p<;9 /3p6 fxa^opif 
" Fia TTOCOM Mai TO fuLVtifAOvpi ; '* 
" EiMai rrjc ico/oi|C, tJc faM^^c, 
^^ SomO^C icae fAavpojuLfAarac, 



BRIGAND SONGS. 21 

" Thou hast betray'd me,' Charon, 
" Betray'd my darling child, 
" My only one, my daughter, 
" My love, — so sweet, so mild." 

From yonder hill who 's coming ? 

'Tis Kosta comes to woo ; 

With him four hundred horsemen. 

And minstrels sixty-two. 
" Now strike your lyre, minstrel, 
" With festal joy let 's glow.'' 

What means before the portal 

That Cross — the sign of woe ?— 

Expired my bridal mother. 

Expired my bridal lord, 
" Or is my bridal brother 
" Fallen by gun or sword ? " 

Towards the church he hasten'd. 

His steed the spur he gave. 

And there he found the spadesmen 

Unearthing a cold grave. 
" Long may'st thou live ! Say, delver, 
'* For whom this grave,— -who died ? " 
" For her, the plighted virgin, 
" Of flaxen hair, black-eyed ; 



a 



a 
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^^ Ilo^^ei rove vea aS€X<|>ov<;, 
"Tov Kw^avrivo yia avBpay 

ilo)^6i TO ainiTia ra TroAAa, 
"T(J T^ircrapa TraXaVia/^ 
^^ napajcaXoTae fia*^ope, 
" Na ^Tcaapc TO pptifiovpi, 
^^ Ai-yo fJkaKpii \iyo TrXoTi, 
Ucro -yia ovo POfAarovQ. 
Xpvao fxayalpi CTreTa^e, . ♦. 
Kac (r^a2[6i Ti^y Kapiiav rov, 
Tovc Svo /ua2[v eOaxpavCj 
Mecra cic to fivrifjiovpi. 
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it 



if 



" For her who has nine brothers. 
And Kosta for her lord. 
Who has four stately houses, 
" And many a homely board." 
" O make, I pray thee, delver, 
" The mansion you prepare, 
^' Longer some palm and broader, 
" That two may slumber there. " 
He drew a gilded dagger. 
The dagger pierced his breast ;- 
They are enshrined together. 
In the same tomb they rest. 



24 TPATOY'AIA KAE'^TIKA. 



MI'MHSIS 'EK TOY" TIPTAI'OY. 

E^QS TTore l^a7r\(oiA€VOQ ; ttot' avSpeioc Oa f^aveire ; 

Tovc XoiTTOuc frvvaie\(^ov(i (raa, I'eoi Trore Oa prpaTriiTe ; 

OKvripoQ yicLT eiffOe roaov, aav va Xjoitaere c eipiivriv\ 

Orav oX Tj yij to al/iia t(Sv EXXiji^wy icaraTrii^p. 

o <nram Kaoeic ac Ltfo&i/, top eyppov rov ac avTiKpvtrgy 

2tou Oavarov rov Trjv utpaVy Kai c avrriv an tti^oXmt^. 

Ao^a Kai xapa 'c eKetvov^ Vou ^eypa(f>€i rriv 2![aii}y rov ; 

Fia TYJv via Tov Tijy •yui'oTico, yea ra reKva, yia rriv 



' f. 



yi\v Toui 

O KaOeU fiuQ V aTTodai^ei, roj^ei r\ /AOiparov ypa/iifievoVf 

Ac 9r€0ai;p vXriv aav avBpaii /i6 airaQi l^eyvfivwfievov. 

a yAvTio<T(OfjL air rov JS^apov cev eiv rpoiroQ to 

Sperraviy 
TicLT avTO Kai c TO 9raXaT£, Kai KaXvfii e^caov <|>0ai'6£. 
Av Toi' KpoTOV TtSv apficLTtov Kai Toi' TToXcfiov aKfyquyCy 
oAoc tiatv^oc av /ueivpc, Ta^ a(7ai/aT0C t/a 4,i7(rp<;; 
M?|T ayaTTi?!', ju^Te <T6j3ac, eic toi' Koafiov Oa efnrpeiKreiQy 
^€Kpov XiyoG Oa ae KXavfJovv^ oXoc rrXriv av icvvSwevapc 
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IMITATION FROM TYRT^US. 

Still clinging to your couch ? Rise^ prove the man. 
Prove yourself worthy of your brother-clan : — 
Why callous grown, as if in times of peace. 
While Terra drinks in dr$iughts the blood of Greece? 
Gird on your scimitar, and meet your foes ; 
Hurl death, e'en in the hour of your life's close ! 
Gk)ry awaits him who devotes his life ; 
Glory awaits his children, his young wife. 
Since fate ordains ** Man be a prey to death," 
Let 's sword in hand at least resign our breath ! 
See Charon :— In his right the scythe of fate. 
He bursts alike the hut, the palace-gate. 
Think'st thou by fleeing from the camp of gore. 
To save thyself from Pluto's sable shore ? 
link'd to no virtue — tearless is thy urn. 
It is but o'er the brave the brave shall mourn : 
When death, a hero's death, shall close his eyes. 
Whom, living, they extoll beyond the skies. 
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Top arpofxayrov rov avSpa, irovovv oXoc icfli Sal^aZovv,' 
^av 9r6(7ai^6i, icai c ra a*sepa oaov ^i}, roi' ai^epa^ovi/. 
O KaQevac (SXerrovrauTOVy Oappe7y irvpyov (iXerrei o/ii- 

irpoc Tov, 
Av j^iXiouc €ic Tijy fjui'^fri^ jSXItt , a^i2![6i pjovayoc row. 
Tt Tt/iTj <; TO TraXtjicapiy orav tt/owto c t?) ffxoria 
AiroOavri yia warpiSay fie to ^i<|>oc a tt) Se^ia ! — 
Uaii; va jBAItt ott tou irarpoc rov va top SitJ'^vovv rp 

yowt^ ; 
Tovc iS|90Tac Tov va rpwyovv ; icai va ^p jue Scajcoi'ca ; 
Me - yovi'io i/a irap'aBepvy, /iie yvyvaiKa tov tiji' I'ea, 
'Me yepovriutra tov pavva, Kai fx avrikiKa traiBia ; 
Ki air Tiji'^^jOJjffiv ica I <^TW)(^ia I', OTTO V TToyei, oirov s'aftp, 

a yvtopil, or eii^ai c oAouc i? uwpiaTOV fiKTtiTn, 
Na i^TpoTTia^p Tiji' •ywi'iaTOU, va vrpoiriaZero avTOC* 
Koi TTOTC va /i?) TOV AeiTT^ aTT ra \eiXiy o ^ei^ay/ioc* 
OTToaoy SiJ <ye TCTOto iraOri, o KaOetc KaTa(f)pova. 
M^T o<|) ou c TOi' ra(f)ov Treaij, t oi/o/iaTov fieXera. 
Ecc tt)v )Lia)(^i}i' ac )^v0oi;/iei/« oXoc /i a<^oj3ov KapSlaVy 
'Aq TreOai'p yia tiJc y5<y/iac o Kadeic, Trjv XevOepiav, 
2 T?) (j)(OTia ! /i«) vrpoTTiauBriTef aav (j)vyaB€C, <Tav 

SeiXoi ! — 
AiovrapoKapSov to ?170o<; KaOevoc fiac, ac (f)avy. 
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He 's foremost in the ranks — fresh hope all feel. 

And thousands breathe their last beneath his steel. 

What honour with the sword in hand to fall. 

The champion of your country's sacred call ! 

Hard task ! obliged his father-land to quit. 

The harvest of his toil — forced to submit 

To penury — bear to a foreign state 

An exiled self, his sire, his dame, his mate. 

His infants, who in homely accents prate : 

His ccmverse shunnM by all — driven by care. 

Where'er he Uves, to direful despair : 

Disgraced himself, his clan; — ^his agony 

The lip reveals, which cannot curb the sigh; 

Despised he lives, upbraided by the past : 

Entomb'd, to dark oblivion he is. cast ! 

Plunge ^midst the fight, to fear estrange your breast. 

Die all, or raise your country's fallen crest ! 

On Palicaris, on ; a linked band. 

The Grecian name no cowardice shall brand ! 

Let lion's rage flash forth from every eye. 

Each bosom meet its foe, and death defy ! 

Dare you forsake the sick, the old, anjd flee ? 

Their hands are wither'd, reeling is each knee. 
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Tovc ej^OpovQ aat; iroXcAiOTe, /ui) <|>o/3a?€ rrjv Zfoij ! 

Mriv a<f>ri(Tere (f>€vyaTOi, ra (refiaGfua yepareia, 
Uo'^ovv aya^iva ra xepiUy Kal ra yovara /Sapeia. 
Fivrpoiniuac, evrpomiuaQy airoirifrto 'vavai o Nioc, 
Kc o aSwaroG o yepoCy va weOaivy e/AirpouOivoQ ; 
lionet Karaairpa ra ykveia^ iroyei Karaatrpa /uaXi, 
Kai rriv a<^o^i\v '^yjiv rov etc ra yi^fiara va <^Hr^. 
TSiUi Toy vetov r\ fia'^ri irpeirei, to Koppi tov oaav avBety 
Tlpiv TO yripaQ to fiapaveiy tovc icci'Svvovc i/a vrvOy. 
Etc TOVC apSpaa, c Talc yvi^aijcec ocro 2![i7 i^ai irodeTOC^ 
Kat c Tiji' fia)^ av Treuy irpwTOC, eii' icat tot o/nop' 

<|>OI'iOC. 

Ac p^X^V /ATrpo^'a ir to yepo, ici oaeiTOC ac ^vAwuyy 
Kai Ttt j^^eiXcaT* ac Sayicaap, /i€ to ai/u aft j^^vXioflp. 
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Shame ! and shall our youth inglorious lurk behind. 
While in the van the veteran seeks to find 
A welcome waste of life ? — a silvery dye 
His beard and tresses wear ; his sparkling eye 
Speaks life's contempt, his soul is stem and high. 
While youth's fresh flower is blooming, let us brave. 
Ere droop'd by age, the perils of the grave. 
While life yet smiles, let man, let maid admire, . 
And batde-slain, then blaze Fame's beacon-fire. 
The feeble shield, their ^gis be your core. 
Bite in your lips, and swelter in the gore ! 
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*r\ tf 



O 'OAYMnOS. 

» - 

O OXvjuLTTOQ Ki a KcWajSoq, ra Svo (iovva fxaWovovVf 
Tvpitfii'TOT o OXv/iTTOc icai Xeyei Tov. Kc(r<raj3ov* 
MiJ fie fiaWoveic Kc<r(ra/3e, jSpe TOvpKoirarTiifikvey 
Eyci ^ o yepwv QXii/iiroc o" toi' k6<t/aov l^akovafUvoQf 
Tlo'^w aapavra Svo ico/><|>acc,KatSvo ^^iXiaSecjSptHnracc* 
Ki CTrai^ai <y tiJv Kop(f>ov\a juov, ici' ewavw ts r^v Kop* 

(j)ri fAOv 
X|9v<roc aeroq eTreraye, ^pvaoc oeroc eTrera, 
6a?ov<r6 icai c ra i^v^ia tov Ke(j)a\ av^peiw/jievo 
K€(f>aXifiov TO T eKa/xeQ, k eiaai Kpifiaritriievo ; 
To TTwq aj(^ ! eKarriVTriueG d ra vvyjLa ra SiKafiov ; 
<I>ay€ irovXiy to veara juou, ^oye icat tiji' avSpia fiov 
Na Kafiyc irriyri to i^repa^ Kai TriOafiri to vvj^i' 
2 Toi' AovpOy c TO l^epo/JLcpo ap/jLar(t)\oQ e^aOriVy 
2 TO ^(0(710 icoi q TOV OXu/iTToy ScuSe/co ^oyouc icXe- 

<^T1?C. 

'E)[rivT 'AyoSei; aicoTwao, ici' cjcovaa to yjopianaVj 
Koi ocrovc c Toy TOTToi^ a(j)riGa Kai TovpKovQ kcu . AX- 

(iaviraiQ 
Elvoi TToXXi, TTovXoici /iov, ICOI fieTptifiov Sev e'^ovv 
UXrjv i}X06 Koe ri apaBa fxovy Q toi/ iroXe^op va Treaty, 
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OLYMPUS. 

f 

Are Kissabos and old Olymp a-jar ? 

Olympus wages thus the wordy war : 

Say Mosl6m, trampled slave, what dar'st thou claim ? 

I am Olympus old, of wide-spread fame ; 

Forty-two crowns I coimt, and from my side 

Pour forth two thousand springs their silver tide ; 

High on my rocky brow an eagle bred. 

And there his golden wings expanding spread. 

Grasping between his claws a warrior's head. 

Tell me, thou head, so valiant and so fair. 

Why destined thus to be my humble fare ? 

(Thus spoke the glutton, feasting in his lair) 

Feast on, my young ones, feast on, my age's strength. 

Till wings and claws grow yet some palms in length : 

On Luro's hill I ran my course of sin. 

Twelve years a brigand on Olymp — The din 

Of groaning victims moved me ne'er to pity; 

Sixty Agas I kill'd, and fired their city : 

Of Albanese I've slain, — ^who counts their dead? 

Or numbers now each cloven Turkish head? 

The Sister Fates a longer Ufe denied. 

My hour was come— in battle's heart I died ! 
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nPArMATEYTH'2. 

nPArMATEYTH'2 Karefiaivep awo ra iCopojSpwia, 
Slprec i^ovXapia SifBeKUy Koi fiovXacc icKairevrt. 

Aai fAOV Kai fioi/a^^oc! 
Kac icXe^oic Tor awavrfiaav Karafi€<nii; toi^ Bpo^ovy 
Kac Tnaoav ra fwvXapui rov yia va ra l^€(f>opT6<fOV¥^ 
Na ISovve fii) 6)(^6c mpfjiaye Kpyfifxevov etc ra traKKia .rOi^. 

Aai /ioi' ica£ fiovayo(i ! 
Ki' avTOC Tovq irapoicaXeffCj i^a p.ri to }^€<j>opt6vovpi 
" Fta /[iij ra fe<|)opTov€Te to ept\jxa /AOvXapiaj' • * 
" Ti aairriKav ra ?i}dca fiow, <j>oprwvra }^e(f>opT(Sirni!*' 

Aai fXQV Kai fiova'^oul 
Kai o KaircTai/oc 0v/iiai(re, ^cKerai icai tov X4y€t' ° * ^ 
" Bpe 'Sec tov (ticvXXov top vio, tiJc Kovp^aQ to Konreki, 
^^ Aev icXacyec tq ^iaiiT^^aTOV^ fioi^ icXacyet to i^ovX&pttt.^* 

Aai jJLOv Kai ^ova'^oQl ■ ■ ^ 

Bpe TTOv '?€ TraXiiicapca /uov, <|>aii/a2^€C c' Kanrlr&vKii^y * 
Tia ^aprerov jmia fia'^epia, *<; toi^ towoi' v' airofievy, 

Aai fxov Kai fuiova'^^OG ! 
Ki avTOt toi^ eXvirriOfiKav, or nrov avSpw/ACVOQ, 
Kai o KairiTai/foc yitOriKe aav. aypio Xeovrayi"^ 
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THE TRADER. 

Who passes lonely o'er the mountain chain ? 
The trading wanderer in quest of gain. 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
And brigands stop his mules, in midway course. 
Ransacking aU his merchant-pile, his purse, 
la eager search to find the coined gold. 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
His looks implored what thus his accents told : 

■ 

'' Unbnrthen not my mules, oh grant us rest ! 
'^ My shoulders yet the heavy load attest/' 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
The brigand chieftain then his wrath expressed : 
He begs not life for self, the muleteer. 
The dog ! but kindness to his mules more dear." 
' Alas, he wanders lone ! 
Ciome Palicaris, come (the captain cries) ; 
Cleave him^ slay him ; pale death shall seal his eyes. 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
They linger. Pity checks the enterprize : 
The cruel chief, enraged with savage pride. 
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Koi j3yoXei to iiayaipi rov Kai c ra rrXevpa rov irepvei. 

Aal jULOV Kai fiova'^oQ ! 
Kc' avTOC fiapeia va'oeva^ev, ki ooro fiwopel (f>tov6Z€i : 
Hqv aai Kvpi fxov va pi lOyc, pavva pov va pe KXavtrgc ! 

Aai pov Kai povaxoa ! 
Kai iroOev elv -q pavva orov, ypa(^7\ yia va riicyypaxfm ; 
'IItiji' *'Apra eiv tj pavva poVy'irrnvKpfirrivoiraTi^p /»€v, 
Ki ei^ aSe\(f>6v7rpoTrir€poVyKi avroc el^efiyevuXeK^nic* 

Aal pov Kai pova'xoQ ! 
Kai o KairiT&vioc rpopa^ev, \ rate a'^KaWaiQ tqv irepvei 
^iralti ayicoXa ic toi' eTrepve, Kai (ftovq larpovn rovviavei . 

Aai pov Kai pova')(6(il 
Ecreic iroXXovc larperpare a^aypevovii Kai Koppewow;, 
laTpe\p€T€ Kai avrov rov i^cioy, avTOc eci^ aSeXi^oc pov. 

Aai pov Kai pova'^^oQ ! 
*H/u€7<; TToXXovc larpexpapev <r<f>ayp€V0vc Kai KoppevovQ 
^av TTJ StKriffov pjayaipia Kavevai Sev larpevei. 

Aai pov Kai pova'^ocl 
Ki avTOQ rov irapaKokeae va trapif ra povXapia: 
Tia irdpe ra povkapia pa<;, Kai avpra <; rov KvpipaQ. 
KaiiriOQ va enrw rov Kvpoiv pov Kairriv wiicpri'rriv pavva 
Lov aoeA(pov pov ecffpa^a, Kai rrtipa ra povMipia^ 

Aai pov Kai povayoa ! 



BRIGAND SONGS. 35 

Himself thrusts deep the steel into his side. 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
Fainting, he cries, gasping his fleeting breath, 
" Oh father, mother dear, bewail my death ! " 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
'* Where live thy parents ? say, — well send them word." 
" From Arta is my dame, from Crete my lord, 
" My elder brother sways the brigand sword." 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
Aghast, the chieftain pressed him to his heart, 
Ui^ng the healing sage to prove his art. 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
You who have heal'd the wounds of many a knife," 
He is my younger brother,— -save his life." 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
True, I have heal'd the wounds of many a knife, 
" But wounds like these defy returning life." 

Alas, he wanders lone ! 
Now death-like paleness blanched his languid cheek. 
*' Prepare the mules, our father's dwelling seek, — 

» 

" Dare I confess to him, and to my mother, 
I stoppM the mules, 'twas I who kill'd my brother?" 
Alas, he wanders lone ! 

D 2 
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O A H M O S, 

nOIHMA KAE*TIKON 

2nYPIAQN02 TPIKOYHH, 

TOT £K lfE20AOrnOT TH2 AIT0AIA2. 






['H JtKtiy^ eis ro MeeroXdyyt,^ 

TI pav o TToSojBoXiTOc, ra Kov^ia ri. Tov(f>€Kia'y 
Ti vavai ra Kpavyaafiara r avSpiKeiay ra ywaiKCia ; 
Aev €ivai TrayyvpiiJTiKa, Sep 7r€(f>rovv c T0.2]f/ua&* 
'Ai^iovi' p KOv(f>iaic Tov<f>eKialcy pov ^a£V€Tai,rQi^<!^ASi|. 

AuTfiTrc TO aro'^atrriKov ftropja rov Tepoyimivtff 
Ki eiOifc TO xepi c to Siradi icai \ tqIq 7rc?oXaf ( j34ipi. 
Na, irappn(ricLZerai q auToy irX^Ooc icaTV|^ia(r/u€MHf..^ 
'EttJ SaviSoc Niov Owpel air oXovc KVKXwfievop. v 
BXeirei wcoq eV 6 Ai|/ioc tov 'c to atfia rov iFVi^kvoCy 
ZfireT, pa fiaff ap tip' peKpoc v fiopop vXriytoinePOC. 
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D E E M O S, 

A BRIGAND TALE 

By SPIRIDION TRIKUPI, 

OF MISSOLONGI IN iSTOLIA. 



How tweet is death by powder^ ihot and ball ! 
The warrior't death we should a triumph calL 
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[The Scene is at Missolongi.] 

'' Of steps the sound, of guns the deadly knell. 
Of men or women, whence that piercing yell ? 
These hollow guns not on the target play, 
'' A saered festal's freak ; — ^no, 'tis a fray ; 
'' They send a foe to Tartarus a prey/' 

With accents shrewd thus Oerogiani said. 
And quick his hands on sword and pistols laid. 
Suddenly he descries a mournful crowd. 
Who stretch'd upon a bench a youngster shroud. 
Wounded or dead, from whence the purple flood. 
Now Deemos spies ;— drown d in his ebbing blood. 
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SetrKeiratTT ri UaXaaKa tow firrpouOa r rirov <rvpjJL€vrif 
^iraOiov ri OriK aGiraOtorri k€it€to KpefiafTfievfiy 
Kal TraWriKap' airo (rifii, fie SaKpvfffieucv jSXIfi/ua,' 

Tram pafrrovtre r op(pavov ir a'^vil.ev aw ro ai/na. 
*Aico/ii' y wXfiyaiQ yp'^fXaZaVy ki a(f>paTaiQ (f^ovfTKaXiSea 
Tou aijAaron TdTc ffrepivaic e<TKeirat<^v paviSe^i, 
nXriv c Tov Oavarov ra (f>Tepa ra p.avpa KaOuFfievti 
''TiTpeyev ri '(lA}yri va fifiyy (f>fOQ oirov Bev efjifiaivei. 
Moi^oi' etoviT fi KXe(f>TiKri roXpri 'c to irpoaiaTtov tov' 
'O Tepoyiavift^a ypvjpi&e roi^ kwopf^avidiiov rov. 
Aei^ ofiiXei' to trwfia rov irriyaive \priXa^(SvTaQf 
* Av euKOTioOti <f>evywvTa(i va p,a9 ij Kvvriywvrati. 
Avo j3oXia jS/oicrfcec c ra fxnpiay Kai Svq (iaOva 'c ra CFrfiOri, 
Il(OQ eirXfiy&Ori Si^j(yU)vrac eitOvQ waptfyopfiOtf. ' 
*H (TKvOpa)irri to» i^avriKev orpic yaXrivorepa^ 
*Q(rav TO To^ oTav iftavy ae v€<f>€Xi!^S* aHOepa^ 
Eic T* aTTi/ouv TOT€ TO ico/Q/ic To5 itloS o waripac weiftteiy 
Kal KXaitovrac rop ox; veKpoP^ OavfiaC «^c a^co)/ icX6<|>ti}. 
TlaXii; icai TTttAii' Toi' ^iXec^ ^aXii/ rait; nXtiya^Q m&veij 
Kal fie ra X^pi o:it raie^ irXriyalt; te&ra Tct jSoXui ftyaveif 
Me \apaQ ^aKpvd rwv jSoXcciil/ j3pe^€i Oepfia ra ixvti, 
Kal fie ra yepia rpkfiovra ra jSoXia *q oXovc ieiyy^^' 
IloXX ufpav efieip af^wPOQ' va BiSayOy yvpevety 
*'Ore (n)vijX6e, iroff, Kai wtSc o Oavaroc Gvveftii. 



BRIGAND SONGS. 39 

UncorerM, drawn in fronts bis cartridge case ; 
His sabre's sbeath without its blade of blaze : 
Nigh him in tears a Pallicari stood. 
With sword in hand still sweltering with blood. 
The yet fresh reeking wounds still overflow. 
They foam, and high the frothy bubbles throw ; 
On death's black wings his soul had bent its flight. 
Ne'er more the clay to brighten with her light. 
Sole on his face the brigand-mind yet shone ; 
Well Oiani knew that he had lost his son. 
Silent he felt the dead, — ^intent on seeing 
If he were kill'd pursuing or while fleeing ; 
And when in thigh and breast four balls he found, — 
How he rejoiced to find in front each wound ! 
Then clear'd his desolate face a ray, to view 
like on the clouds the arch of heavenly hue. 
The sire bent o'er the breathless boy, his bosom. 
The dead' bewailing, brigand's fairest blossom ! 
He kiss'd and kiss'd him, touch'd anew the dead. 
And drawing from the wounds the reeking lead, 
(While burning tears of pleasure bathe the sore,) 
He i^how'd with trembling hands the balls — all gore. 
Accents his lips refuse : in silent pride. 
At length he questions when and how he died. 
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Hrov o Nioq irov (iaaOaZe ^vaBl to ^^vkfjAevw, > 
FecSpyoc air on €iy^ oyojua* '<; oXa to /uvaTCJca tow 
To j^€/t)i Tov^€ /3oi|0ov, Kp%npiSva Ttiv KapSta tow* . / 
Tow Xey o Fcai^i^c* Teifpyw /uow 'ica0n<rac icai, ^Xoya 
KaTaX^arref q ti l-yeu'fB, icot <r/3uff6 /uow ti?i' ^Xorya. f 
Ka£ aecq, BiKot^Koi <^>tXoc fiow, Kadii<T0\€i<l>OKpaa9iire^ 

O TewpyoQ ovyKaravevireVj apytCei va Sufy^au 

Ta pp*Sm 9av eXoXiiaav, <rriKwOifiKev o *Ycoi; 0^w. 
Fej^i^iD /uow, Xeyei, ^v?rvitae icae t apfiara <row 2^(iMrov. 
Se/oeic, TrXayiaC ovtoc VSvtoc, icai 'c to TrpoaK€(l>aX6v 

TOW 

E)(^€i TcTq 8vo TTUTToXacc tow, tiJv ffwaOav 'c to ^Xei^- 

/OOV TOW. 

Ecc /icav OTTcy/uijy to wepaae^ to JcaTTViaTOV i; ti9M uf/iMOv 
*EtKpejxaae tov<J>€Ki tow, k' evpeOriKC c tov SpofAOv* ^ 
Pi5(^vo/ia£ TOT€ tJc ico<riia, Trjv yjuttpav oXriv uj^i^^w, ? 
S Tiji' Ppvaiv (l)Oavio Tijv Tpavriv €K€7 tov <rTa/uaTi2^«#. 
Fewpyai, /aov Xey , w 4>aiT€ii'ii eStStie 0a irepaffei" 
Tlriyaivei vu XeirovpytiOy ,c tov ' Aycov AOavaari^ 
Toi' Xo-yov Sev aTroaoxrev, ri ^wreivri Sia/3atWi 
'Att' tiJv Tp()<j>6v Ki ave^yaXraiQ KopaiQ (rwyoSevfcevii. 
S oXciiv TO fikaov eXafiirCy icaOoiq Xa/i7roico7ra€c 
Tov avSpeiwp.evov to <r7ra0t c Tiiy /ia^ OTav X^A^^P* 
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With Deeino» grew a foster child,— 'tis he 
Who nigh him now with naked sword you see,— 
Call'd George. He shared his deeds, ne'er lived apart ; 
Their secrets' close recess, his faithful heart. 
Giani to him : " Sit down, my Greorge, proclaim. 

Detail what happen'd, soothe my bosom's flame. 

Ye too, sit down ; listen> my friends and kin, 
" Let George compl}ring now his tale begin." 

'^llie sheep with morning bleat, our Deemos woke^ 
* Gtet up, my George, and gird thy sword,' he spoke. 
Tbe>«abre at his side (for arm'd he sleeps). 
The pistols pair'd, beneath his head he keeps ; 
Which taking in a trice Deemos arose. 
Seizing his gilded gun, he quickly goes. 
Ilien the whole town I cross'd with eager feet. 
To the great fountain came, and there we met. 
' My George (he said), here F6tini must pass us, 
' To go to mass to Santo Athanasius.' 
Quick at'the word we F6tini descry. 
Her nurse and cloister'd maidens passing by. 
'Midst all she shone : so in the combat's ire. 
Displays the warrior's sword its spaikUng fire. 
They reach the church, but quick depart (the dome 
Being closed) in search of tender flowers to roam. 
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'MfinKtUf 1/ Kopaui c roifn 'Aypovc, avOfi inraXa etnTww. 
'H ^wreiv vwo tw EXpay KaOnfJtcvfi tcvXowe 
To yopyo vifUL r AiXaKiov^ rnv oxfnw nii; Owpovire. 
No Ki o irairac' V Bvp avet' ojctoi Scko TrercovKToi* 
^UfTW^ Tpoi^odj Kopaic, irairaCy ^aij^vof irepucvKXovprai. 
Hrov o FiifTtiC) r aic/oc/3o naiSi rov KwtrravTapaf 
M' evvca rov (rwo/aiXtiKac avo rriv iSiav ^apa. 
TlXaXriixaral ypavyail (rKovarjuunl oAiifiocT aypotKaet 
Ka0^fiei/oc trapa^epa ki- oXoq avXoyaei. 
Teiipyu) . . . i^tjJvaCei . . . einftovXii . . . ixac, e^ayav . . . 

r\ ^WT(i> ... 
''Qp/u}}<re, Ki ri apfiaroaia ''yoXoyria air ro¥ Kporo. 
A(l)avroc eyeive ixe fiiaa air rov ttoXvv toi' tcj^ov, 
2ai^ oral' ire(f>T\i to vepov'c rripXayKa^a air rov^payov. 
O FcwTnc fxirpoadowarayey fiaaraye 'c rova \€pt 
2ira0(y fAe r aXXo r eaepve roS Afifiov fiac ro repc. 
2ica>/Lili/aic el^^oi' rate (^cariaTc r' aXXa rov 7raXXi|ica/oia^ 
ncot^irXaT a/oaSia<r0i|^ai^ rov TtiiT avapt avapia* 
riarovaav yopyo irani^a 'c ra icX6<|>Tiica ^Xfijiepia, 
Xa>pcc V airX<a<rovi» c aXXt|y Niav r apira^TCJCci tovc 

*0 ^i|/uOG oral* ^eico/iiir«iHre, riiv wpoSoaiav ywoptCei, 
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Beneath an olive tree^ F6to meanwhile^ 
See ! with the cooling stream her hours begnile. 
The waves dividing on her image smile. 
The priest arrives^ — the door unfolds ;- — strange sound ! 
Lo ! eight or ten rush forth with hostile bound. 
And F6to, priest, and nurse and maids surround. 
Tis Oiotis^ Kostantara's only heir, 
Nitie. of his age and clan with him appear. 
Deemos sat yonder. — Hark ! a scream, wild, clear : 
He caught the sound with love's prophetic ear. 
'George. •.F6to.. .treachery... all 'slost!' He bounds. 
And at each step his armour's clash resounds ; 
Escaping quick from out our wondering sight, — 
So rolls along the cliff the torrent's might. 
In front was Giotis, in his right the brand. 
While Deemos' bride he dragg'd with his left hand ; 
Behind, their firelocks cock'd, prone to the fray, 
. Marshal'd his followers in long array 
March with quick steps, their brigand course pursue. 
Inviolate remains the virgin-crew. 
Deemos approaching, sees the treachery. 
Falls on the cruel foe with madd'ning cry ; 
Hoping at once to sweep the nine away. 
On Giotis runs, with his sword's mighty sway : 
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^^pva va irapf rove ewia oXovc pe fiiac, travre'^ei^ 
Me yvfuivwfjievop to (TwaOi itra c rov riwriyp rpiyeu 
'AypoiKfifrav oi vimvoi TriyXoXiyrov rov i?)(oi», 
ElSov Toi^ Xtoi^ra/ooicapSoi^, ttococ i?toi» 8ev Karei^op^ • 
Toy eiSe, Tor eypitpiffcv o Tiwrrit;, Sev awapatieiy 
Ecc rove ^i^na (rvi^/oo^ovc tov Ppovro^tova {f^vatef 
Na Toc TOV repoy«{w»? o vioi; . . . areicetyOe icat rtipate ; 
4>(i>ria ! ytoTi julSc e</>ay€" XJ^M^rid ! t/ tom <^vX«t^ 
''Eyac avnJc icat Seica */u€?c' Taj^o Sev eV 'vrp&irfi/aiaG^^ 
Ta ircaiXitt tio^, t' appura vd pri y€vovv orokii pxk^l ' 
EiTre icai ^povroKpavyaaav ra Seica to tov<^ichi, * ' 
4>v<ro^ai/ci>pra vkra^^av 'q tov ^npoy to <f^%HreKia^ ' -'^ 
'O Afjuoc Sev efieeXcaorcM, («yorav t 'Aypipi Tjt>€)^6*, ' 
'Ottotov jue TO aifia tov rrjv yiiv to /3oXc /S/oe)^^' '"^ 
Avo Viorivbvc eij^OTrXoMTe fie Tatc (iapvaic (nrofttttc tov* 
Kal /SXIirwi'Tac irtSc TwXvtrap to yovoT* ^ irXtiydTiC *f6i, 
SrvXau'erai KaTappiCa ere Trevicov Kovi^topkvov^ 
*Ap7ratei to TOv<p€Ki rov /ue xepe paTb^pevou^. 
'E/CC? Toy CKaTa^aaa* M ttov . . , , ^ttov .... rlpeic\ . . . 



eicetyoc ..V. 



Kaf TO TOv<peic avToc c tijv 1 i?y, Ki avrov t| ^^ 
a(f>iv€i. ^ ? ' ' 

*0 TewpyoQ Sev airoffwtrevy TepiovTac jSapvc 'p^alvki 
* AKovp(ii(rpevoQ ae pafiSi, pe rfiv (T(payriv aKvppePii* 
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They in the rear now heard of 5teps the sound. 

And saw the lion*hearted sti*anger bound. 

Qiotis retreats not, — ^yet the man he knew. 

But calls with thunder-voice upon his crew : 

'Lo! Gerogiani's son ! Halt! level! fire! — 

' Our curse, our plague— Fire ! on, let 's vent our ire : 

* We 're ten to one, — eternal sjbame (he cries) ^ . 

* Should not his arms and vest become our prize ! ' 
He spoke : and thunder-like the ten discharge i 
Their guns. On Deemos falls the hissing charge. 
Undaunted Deemos like a stag now flies, . ,^ < 
While with his blood the earth he purple dyes i ... 
They follow him ; he with his heavy steel 

Kills two ; then strength forsook hi3 knees, they reel. 
He leans outstretched against a hollow trunk. 
The gun bis hand still grasps, though faint and aiiQk,-tr- 
And thus we met ; his hand, lost all controul. 
Resigns the gun ; to heaven soars his soul.'' 

George hardly ceased. — See, who approacl^s, speixt. 
On staff sustain'd, with hoary head deep bent ; 
His silver hair the open'd breast displays. 
Deep dyed by burning Helio's scorching rays ; 
The hairy cloak exposed the inner side, * 
The shawl upon his shoulders, slow his stride ; 
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To ariiOoQ r elj^* oXavoiiCTOVy fi aavpa /uaXXea vSv/mevov, 
' Airo TO <I>(Sq to (piXoyepov rod *HXcov /3al0va ^ajuLjuievov, 
'AvajToSfl fjLvav jjiaWiapriv i^opovo ahroic^ ^XoKara^ 
^ep^erav etc row; oijuovc rov, Ki ayoXca ayaXi enara. 
E/3a<rTa2[€v ii pkaii tov Kovrapi Kai wKfroXay 
KXe<l>'niP waXifov tov eSei'^^ve to ^eptrifiov &C o\a» 
AevSpov av to, yfipafiaja uffiouiCc icov^oifiei^ov, 
Badi/a voSjxe TtiicpiCaiQ TOi;0^rt)y yri vat (rTv\u>^evov, 
Htov o Sre/oioc o Kovroc r^q <I>ciTWC o waTepaCy 
T/oojua^e rbvq ap^aroiXovc ^ rac avOvpaQ tov ifiepac^ 
KaXctTc TOV TOV 'SiVfAireOepoVf Xeyei t o FepoyioyviK' 
Ta 'paOea ;— ^Ta paOa' — Xoiirov ;— c tovc t^vrojc /iif 

. /A6 (3avifQ. 
Me /SXIireic ttwi; icaTovTijao, iravTa Tuipw to ^co/ua, 
FepTjv aicotMti T17V KapSiaVy kI aSvvaTOV to mSpa. 

HepOPV^^T €)^« CVVTpO^OVC T<UV appkHTTlSv TOVC 

iro^ovcy 
A^co Scv eevaf to Se^i X^i^' M^^ frXco yia (f^vovQ, 
Kve<r€ Q TO K€^>aki pov Twpa OeiKri KaTapa, 
Ta jTfipaTeia pov 'vTpomairev « iioc tov KoMTTavTci/oa. 
IIwc /u€ XvTreT, Sv/uTreOe/oe, to x^XeTrov /uov yripac, 
Tlov T appaTa pov to TraX^a /i aprr&C «to toc "^^eipac ! 
o ueATipa vm tov treov (jaeyaAov t ovopa tov) 

No /iljv 6kSmC?70' O KoVTOC fl€ X€pia TO 'SfICO TOV. 
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Pistols and knife his girdle deck ; his whole 

Deportment marks a veteran brigand's soal. 

As to the ground an old and hollow tree, 

Clings with its roots distended, so was he, — 

Sterios,-— F6to's father^ old, gray-headed. 

But in his youthful days by warriors dreaded. 

** Welcome (Giani to him with burning core) 

'* Know ye ? I do, and well, — count me no more : 

I am decay 'd, chiird is my heart and dim. 

My eyes fix'd on the ground, weary each limb. 

Withering with lingering sickness night and day. 

My right no longer knows the foe to slay. 

On me lies Heaven's curse, — vain to bemoan, — 

Disgrace on my life's eve has Giotis thrown ! 

I must the weariness of age abide. 

Which wrings fromoutmy arms then* strength and pride; 

They shall no more avenge their owner's shame, 

(The will of God be done ! great is his name). 

But no, — ^the Lord has not abandon'd me. 

Since with a kinsman I am bless'd like thee ; 

Ah, Giani! who hast made the matrons mourn. 

The death of lion-hearted youths they'd borne, 

(On Mitzob6, c& Kissob6, their mountain seats. 

The honours of theil* clan, proclaim'd his feats) 
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nXi9i' o MeyaXoSwa^uoc OeA^c /ue l^avatravei, 
^VfAweOepov jnov yapifse rov al^iov Tepoyiavvr\^ 
Toy Tiavvi\v TTOv wp<l}av€Vff€ rate OXc/Be/oacc Mavva^ec 
Airo rove AioMra/ooicajoSovc ki alcove TraWtiKapaSec, 
UoVf orav 2|ov<rav, So^atrav fie rriv XajuiTrpriv tovq Tevva 
To J/lertofioVy rov Kvatra^ov, jSovi'a ra '^aKowfieva. 
Ta \ei\ri rwv iraWfiKapitiv avrov av^va (f^tijULitovv, 
Taeq ywpaic ra rpayovdia rov Kaira yjapia yepil^ovv, 

O TidvviiiQ rov air6K0\p€y ra /uarca rov a^yyiijet, 
'2 oXovc I'a Xeyp /i6 <j)wviv ^iXeKSiKtiv apyi'CeiL. 
TlSc TO jAirapovTi TTiOvixiS Tiopa va fiov pvpi<ry, 
Ki oX6y\w/j,6(; rov o KairvoQ rriv o\piv /lou v' a')^A<rg J 
lloaov €?rc(7V/Lia» va ecco fita airiua va ?n|0}|<rp 
'Att rov rov(^€Kowpv6Po\ov, ro |3oXc va XaXiitriji ! 
^eoTca c ToTc re&aapaiQ ytoviaic va ^aXto rov ywpiovrovy 
Kc o iSioc eycu K6<j)rwvraQ rriv K€<l>akriv rov vipv rov 
'2 rov ra(f>ov r ayapov julov viov yapovfievoQ va 'funj^^^a, 
Tevoc etTKortoffe yafi^pov Kai rivoQ viov va See^oi. 

^tXo'ya woXejiiov ^^avaxffav ra Xoyia 'a oXovc' ^ovo^ 
'O KwctovtSc o fwpipovioi; eyQpoc eiv rov aytSvoc* 
TttiirpaZa ki apfiara Xafiirpa waroiiop^a ^opovrre, , 
*2 rovQ dpofiovG eKafxaptave^ rovQ Kapirovc irXriv ^i<tov(T€^ 
Me <TTO/i avTOC atrroyaarov ki aSiavrpoirov apyiZeju 
2 eva Kai c aXXov avavSpa Xoyia va xpiOvplZy' 
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Their voices oft the Pellicaris raise. 

The country round re-echoes with his praise. 

Giani wipes Sterios' eyes, which woe-drops drench. 
And soothes his ire, with tongue that speaks revenge : 
" Now sulphur's grateful fumes, now to the skies 
" Let pallid smoke before my eyelids rise ! 

'* Of wariike guns let my eye see the spark, 

• ' ' ■ f, 

" Hear the ball's hissing roar,— •our foe the mark ; 

* ■ * * 

** H& tbwh feeding the flames shall feast our dght^ 
" While his child's head I sever with my right, 

" And fix it upon Deembs' tomb, to prove 

'' ' * --< ' 

*' His bridal father's, his own parent's love." 

"• ' ' ' 
The flamie of war was kindled in each breast. 

Save Gohstantine's the Fair : liis lucid vest 

And gilded arms flashed sunny sparks of light, 

TTie hero of the streets, — shunning the fight. 

Vite thoughts in viler words from each to each 

Were whisper'd round the ring in muttering speech. 

Then rage, the whetstone of the tongue, had edged 

Stem Sterios' words, who ftius hfs sense alleged. 

A brigand thou ? from the mere thought I shrink, — 

Luxurious slave ! go handle pen and ink ; 

*' Unhonour'd at thy back the carabine, 

'* The pistols pair'd that in thy girdle shine, 

E 
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'O Srepcoc rov icaraXajSe, k* ii yXwatra r n yewaia, 
Axovurjuiev arr rov OvfuoVf S/aro^oc eV pofii^aio.. 
** NrpoTT^ 90V va vofiatetraiy rov Xeyec, TraXXifKapi ^ 
Xqprc <rov irpktcei vi. fiaar^c, X^P'''^ '^^^ JcaXa/uapc. 
NrpOTnli CTa?c irXoracc <rov9l^rpo?^19,TOt;^6lC( yo cniicarirpci 
Me Svo ircffToXacc icairvKrracq riyi^ fietnpf v apfiariningQ 
K 6CC TY}y Z^pPfiv <rov ttip i^epiap rpavo <nra0i va trepvyc 
Me ^Qovaoicevriira Xov/oia q t^i/ 2^<0iri}i» <rov va Sevpc^ 
Na aeteaac, va Xi;yti^€(rai, va ifieppigQ vavra yvpac^ 
Kae o^Tf (f^OiuFfQ va AaXpc <nivi|0€iav ov ro jnipe^* 
Ha (^ayoiroTia Kvvtiy^df to ^aXaKO KpejSjSarc, 
Fia rtiv re/Ki^v Sev yvoia2^e<rac^ raXa/ircDp aica/uani ! , 
K' CTreiT aaroj^aara ToXjuf c ft aKpira Xoyc' aj^ufeic; 
Aev ^e/oeic roiv vaXkriKapitSv r avria ;i' avra juoXvvecCi 
rio^ovv yapav rov aroXe/iOV, ava Trai/aiv rov icoirov, 
Kai 'qr' avBpeiwfjieva trrtiOia rove Sev €)^' 6 ipofioQ rpwwi 
Na^ow arpuffAVfiv airriv rriv y^v ro^^ovv iroXv K^tfiopi, 
Tia fuiXaKo irpo(TKe<f>aXop eva axXfipo XtOapt, 
Eic rove icivSvvovc Tcuv avipiSv Sev irpevei av va /AJSc^i^f?. 
Svpe Kac fuc0e va icevr ^q, va y veOyc, va v<j!>aivyc ! 
"Nai poKa jMiOe va /Saarac icat r' apfxara v. a^afc^ 
Fwaiicecav croSoxre KapBiav ki aySpoQ jnop^jyiiv ri <f>wri(i* 

2 rov Fe/oo-Srepiov Kpavyatray oX' ij Fevia Va Xoywi. 
'EicSi/ciyor', elirov, r'aScKa rov Aiy/uov Kpa^ovy jSoXui!. 
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The sword upon thy left, which death ne'er dealt. 
And the rich bandelier gracing thy belt. 
Stmt up and down, display a coxcomb^s zeal^ 
Let what the moment prompts, thy lips reveal ; 
The banquet seek, on wanton cushions roQ, 
Thy h<mour goes for nought, vile coward soul ! 
^* b nou^t then to thy prattling tongue a bar ? 
"Know, Pallicaris' ears thy accents mar, 
" 1V> them are strife, and toil, and tumult dear 
f' Delight8,-^their warlike bosoms know not fear. 
'' How oft a' rugged' soil their resting place, 
'^ With a hard stone their weary head to raise. 
'to men the life of toil and glory leave, 
Tliee it befits to spin, embroider, weave ; 
" Let others wear the sword, the distaff hold^ 
^ A' woman's heart beUes thy m€uily mould." 
Iliese words of Sterios inflame the band : 
Hie wrongs, the death of Deemos blood demand ; 
Let's charge the foe, (one universal cry,) 
Our hands in his life's purple tide well dye." 
Each takes the oath, " Should I not carnage spread" 
'^ lV>day, may none my honours sing when dead ! " 
Sterios embraced them all ; Oiani forgot. 
Amidst the tender scene, his child's hard lot. 

. E 2 
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Ka0€tc /uic €ic Tov froXcfiov ')^apovfxevoQ Oa rpejec, • 
S Tov e\0povTO aijxa rovKoivov ra X^pia rov vajSpe^p. 
lire, icaaecc iopKiauriK€j q rrtv /uaj^^ ov oei' op/iY}(rp, 
A<^ ov Toi/ ^o-y n Fp, icamc va /tit) rov rpayovSfi&g, 

ISrepioc avayaXXcaaev, o Fcavi/ijc Yv/o^t^ rripdy 
Ai|<r/noin|<T€ ttwc e^^aae ttjv Vaiver^v tov KXripa. 

Tov reXevTotov aovaapjov eia rov ficKpov va BiofrQVV 

Zav i|Aa i| topay ki ig papvaic Trerpaiti va rov vKaKioaovVy 

2 TO /xeaov rwv iraWriKapuSv Mcaoicoiroc Svo rpkyovvy 

Tate Avpaic Twv KpefjiafAevaiQKiolSvo'QroviSiJLOv e\ovVf 

OXoc (Ttoiraivovv' apyj,a€ va rpayovSp o wpSfrodj 

Ki aicXov0a TO r/oayovSi rov rov Ao^apiov o icporoc 

'^KXcc^roTTOvXa! ?rov 2[(i[>i^(r0e r aSovXctiroicoi^Tapc! 

KXowffre TOP A^/iOi', icXowere r' a^io /uac waXXiiicapii 

Tov Aii^ov etc TO T/ol^i/uoi^ Sev €(f>Oav€v EXal^c, 

Ta 9roSca rov Sep SeiXiatav Aoyy^c, AaykaStayTpa<f>oi, 

01 (TToyaafLoi rov irovTOTe, ra epya tov, tg Xoyia, 
^<rapicXe<|>Tciiiv7raXXf|icapcaii;, ^iraOid, /u7ra/oovTaf<;,'/3oXca. 

Epcora Tovq iraXXporejoovc ircJc top eyQpov va 2^aipp," 
HoTC po TTcapp to AepSjOo icai ttotc to Korpoviy 
UiSc va 'l^avoiyg rov /3o/t>op icai ttiHq va Karaf^kpif 
No 7re<j>TTf l^a<l>vio \ rwv e'^Opwv rriv pvj^to to, Xiffiepi. 
'H Mappa TOV Sep TovXeye ttotc rtia irapafivdia: 
T* apa^Te /ue TroXe/ueica Siijyij/uaTa Ta aTr|0ca 
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They gave the last embrace, and sigh'd farewell. 
Ere o'er the dead the last cold mantle fell. 
But see those two who step from out the throng ; 
Their shoulders bear the lyre of brigand song. 
All pause. — Now o'er the chords the fingers dance. 
And these the notes of the first minstrel's trance. 

Brigands, whose waist displays the conquering sword, 
Deemos bewail, Deemos the brigand lord ! 
No height to him a bar, — mute fell his feet 
On earth, than stag or hound in chase more fleet ; 
His actions, words, and thoughts in full assent. 
Were e'er on arms and brigand glories bent : 
Fables to him his mother never told. 
But Katzantoni's deeds would oft unfold, 
Tzabella's, or some other chief, and feast 
With brigand-feats his ears and docile breast. 
On Tzumari the young. she oft would dwell. 
Once Missolongi's pride, — ^his glories tell. 
Who liv'd in caves in the thick forest's maze. 
Resting his fame on valour's during base. 
See ! round his friends the balls destructive shower. 
He stands, like on some rock the lofty tower : 
The lure of rule itself could ne'er change his mood. 
He pass'd his days 'midst haunts of wolfish brood ; 
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T' ' AySpovrtoVjKoi rov Za)(apccr yTJ^ajSeXXoyKarJ^ovrc^i'ify 
Me rove ayfSvac nOeXe iravra va rov avSpeiovy. 
Toi' i^cov' TOvXeye TtovfJuipriv irov JcXoiei to MecroXdyyi* 
'A<^' oil TOf e^oyev n Ttiy epfifjiwffav oi Aoyyoc, 
AvTOi' Vou 'c Tiji/ duaXevm^ tvc 'AvSpeiac rov ^tn 
Triv i^^fiifp r ecfTiia', €5(^ci>i'toc (rreyrip airiiXmec icai Sao^* 
Ki oral' Tovc a^iovc ^/Xovc rov Kepavvttfvev ri IJ^yjiij 
''Eareice /uovoc oav \l/riX6c iru/oyoc c epjipjiv Vayjii* 
Avrov irov Sev ri/uiepaKre pSire r ap/uLaroXiiKiy 
Na 'Xfi/iiepiai^y TrpoKpivev oirov ^cuXui^^ojiy Avicoc^ 
Fiari irore yea ^ayopav avroc Sei/ TroXe/uovire, 
Fia i^omiv Trip EXevOepiav apfAartaaiav i^opovire, 
Kai iravra SovXoip eXeye rate Xcu^aic a^iovc roirov^ 
Aay y aSia, Pa^aic Ki ' E/of^/if ale y to 'XevBepovQ avOpi>wovc» 
KXei^roTTovXa irov t^wvetrOe r aSovXoiro jcovra^i ! 
KXavare roM Aitjuov, icXavcrere r' af lo /hoc iroXXif ico^i !" 

Siuiraa avrpc o AvpiffrriG' v hvp* ipx^C h oXXif 
Oavarov rriv aOavartiv So^ay KX€<f>T(Sp va ^aXp. 
" Tloffov yX vKoc o Oayaroc Sirotoi^ yevv^ ro jSoXi ! 
Top Oavarov c rop iroXcfioy Opiafifiov Xeyovi' oXet. 
Fivovrai rcJi' ayciiycifv rov SaXiriyyec p irXijyaic rov, 
^ToXiZovv TO TToXc/Lftiica Xc/X' p iroXXificopioic rov' 
JIpotTKvvriTapia yivovrai oi Aoyyoc rov Kai oi rpa^oi^ 
2 TO o<juo TO /toi'ScXi rov TO iroXX >|ica/t>( /3a<^6c. 
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For spoil or ransom's gain he never fought. 

But fre^otn's blessings with his sabre sought. 

" T)3wns are for slaves (he cried) who darie not roam, 

^' The desert woods I hail the freeman's home/' — 

Brigands, whose waist displays the conquering sword, 

Deemos bewail, Deemos the brigand lord ! 

He ceased. — The other lyre responsive swells, 
Thtis brigands' death's immortal glory tells. 
How svveeit is death by powder, shot, and ball ! 
The warrior's death we should a triumph call. 
His Wounds like the shrill trumpet call to strife. 
While brigand hymns immortalize his life. 
A consecrated spot is now his wood. 
The brigand dyes the kerchief in his blood. 
With him 1 liv'd ! " with accents bold cries one : 
M^, Ine he loved !" another sighs with moan : ^ 
A third, " To me this lesson gave ; — Ask ne'er 
" How many are the foes, sole question— where ?" 
And with such words they all proclaim his praise. 
Endeavouring thus their rising fame to raise. 
A warrior's death is an eternal mine 
Of everlasting glories to his line ; 
Which on the seraph-wings of Song ascend; 
And o'er his fame a heavenly ray distend. 
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M' ATTON ErO STNEZHIA, QKOVQ eSiS TOl^ Iva' 
'^AXXoi', AD* OAOra IIAEIOTEFON ATAH* A¥T02 lafENA. 
AXXoi', AYT02 M* EAIAASEN I2A NA SHMAAETfl^ 

oxi no:r EiNAi oi Exeroi, iiahn noi'NAi na rrPEra 
Teroia KaOeU /uac iravrore va Xep ^cXori/tcilrai, 
ZifToTi^rac c rove eiraci^oi/c tov ict ovroc I'a /ieXerilrai. 
IToffiyi' a^iWi 'c rove yowovc ti/ui^i' icai 'cri}!/ rcwavTOv 
Ottococ ireBavT/y ro 2ira0( jSacmJi^roc C ti^i^ Se^coi^ rov. 

ic mc ^oi|C ra OAoyjpvifa wrepa rove avoipacei, 
Me So^iic rrjv av€<nrepiiv incriva rove trKeiraii^* 
BpaSv ici avyr; rpiavrai^i/XXa ayya icai Aa<f>vaiQ irepvovv 
Ta iraXXi|ica/t>ca icXaiaii^ac c rov ra<^oi' rov ra trirepvovv. 
'' ApptMXTTOCf XePj Sev aainiicei' eec t' avavSpov to ffrpwpxij 
AAA eppe^e c rov iroAefjiov fie to aijuia rov to yjapAi. 
Ki OToi' o viDC irpoc Toi' Toviov va irap evyjiv irriyaiv^fy 

OMOI02 M£ KEION, \ey O ToVlOCy O11OI02 ME KEION NA HBNH! 

K' ri Tifi^fJikv ri TAavva rov va triBvpa Hv iravei 
'Airo TO rexvov tijc Te/uiji' TCTOiai' ki avrri va Xa/3p. 
Uoffov yXvKoc o OavaroQ ottoioi' yevvf to j3oXi! 
Toi' $avarov 'c rov iroXefnov Opia/A^ov Xe-yow oXoi ! 
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Morning and eve, Pallicaris deck his shrine 
With a fresh braid, — ^the rose with laurel twine. 
Not on the couch he sickened with decay. 
In purple gush his soul escaped,'' say they. 
When parents grant the son the parting vow, 
" Like him (the father says) — like him be thou !*' 
While " Soon like honour may exalt my name,'' 
The mother cries, '* He be thy guide to fame ! " 
How sweet is death by powder, shot, and ball ! 
The warrior's death we should a triumph call ! 
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TPATOVAIA TOr FE'NOYS. 



PATRIOTIC SONGS. 



TPArOVAIA TOY" TENOYS. 



A'. 

EI'nETQ TrXeoi^ i^avepcLy 
Ilarpic pov ri}pa jue \apa : 
EX6v06po0ei^ 6IC 0eov 
^ap^porarov rov t^vyov. 
'AvaXaa^avto vaXiP 

'EXevOepiac KaWriy 
No tfitfo} e\€v9epu)c 

KaXa 6CC KaOe fikpon. 

AvaXafi^avto, K. r. X. 

TovpKiSv yap eJeTivof a 
Ai;va/i€cc, icc' aireSicu^a 
ToacuM j^ovwv SovXecav 
Me reKviov jxov avSpeiav, 
'H/jLOw SeBovXofievfi, 

Kai KaTa7r\riyu>iii€vriy 
To aififia Twv irXriywv fAOV 

EtTpe'^e wpxi TToSwv julov, 

HflOVV, K, T. X. 



PATRIOTIC SONGS. 



I. 



Shout high, ye Greeks, your voices raise. 
Sing loud your country's joy and praise : 
The Lord stretch'd forth his arm— We shook 
The tyrant yoke we could not brook. 
Again be Greece the hero's home. 

Shout loud, ye Greeks, rejoice ! 
And free through hill and valley roam. 

They'll echo Freedom's voice* 
Again, &c. 

Greece roused the Moslem's barbarous band. 
Since from her Heaven-beloved strand. 
Deep-rooted, old-gix)wn Slavery, fled. 
Full many of her sons have bled. : 
Though droops her head, the tyrant-slaves 

With nervous arm she crushes ; 
Her reeling feet a blood-stream laves. 

Which from her bosom gushes. 
Though droops, &c. 
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B'. 



a* 



AEVTE •'EXXijvec yewatm, 
iipajnere irpoOvfAwc veai 

Eic rov Oeiov Tlapva<r<r6v: 
HoTpiKriv K\ripovo/uaVp 
E^oi^rcc rriv evi^viov 

Kai ^iXcai^ Twv Movff^iiiy. 

EXXiii^ec ayiJifjLev 

To Zo^epov 

Tijc a/AaOeiac 

Na (l>vyTf c r^P e'^pov. 

*H EXXac ava^fijuiepfi, 
4>cXoc awo <rSc wpOGjuevei 
Ao^avTiic njv TToXacav: 

OXa rcui/ icaXcuy ra €(<Si|y 
Ki wrvyiav ^epeav^ 
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II. 



1. 



Haste on^ ye Oreeks of noble race« 
Parnassus climb with eager pace^ 

Which heavenly fire infuses ; 
The mount is yours by law of right. 
Here Genius still maintains her might, 

Amongst us are the Muses. 

We break the spell of night; 

Come, Greeks, adore the light ! 

May the dense cloud 

Of ignorance. 

Our foe in darkn<^ss shroud ! 

2. 

And Greece now risen to new lights 
For days, with ancient glory bright, 

ReUes on you, my brother. 
Of all we have of heavenly bliss,. 
Of all the earthly joy that is,, 

Thou, Wisdom, art the mother. 
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y 



Q irarpic, ttot/oic <^iXtot?i I 
*H irore Kparaiorarri 

*Ava^e(rov rtSv eOvuiv ! 
^€v . . . . etc votrac ^viv^eiac 
Zi eppiypt rriQ afxaueiac 

ISicoroi; TO (pBopoTTCiov. 



y. 



^.A 



■^ •« •- r 



'AXXa 9appei ! /t^ (poftiiaai, 

'Effv fxrinrfp iraXtv etxrai, ' ^^ **^ ' 

Ttwv <f>i\ojfia9Sv TpaikSi^. 
Noc ... irorpic YCW^cfftyfolTr, . '"^ 

*HX©^ Tov' fpyria^^^ 



e. 



'Aveyelpo^di XntJAirp^v 
'A9avar6v 8o?^c 2pwc " ^' '^ 

Z^Xoc ip^yp€tf <r^JH)Bp6t;. 
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3. 



My country dear, my country sweet. 
Thine was the power ; — once at thy feet 

Was laid each earthly nation ! 
How fallen from that high estate ! 
By ignorance, how curs'd thy fate 1 

A prey to desolation ! 

4. 

Yield not thy soul to fear,-— Hope speaks. 
Again the wisdom>-loTing Greeks 

From out thy. womb shall issue. 
Yes, yes,— <mew, my noble land. 
The golden day beams o'er thy strand. 

Piercing night's dark-wtought tissue 

5. 

Lyceums and the Muses' fane. 

The hall where soiu^ the minstrel strain, 

£ach,.anoient place adorning ; 
Immortal glory'ik. warm desiiie. 
Ambition's zeal, and heavenly fire. 

In every breast are burmng. 

V 
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Kac OaXXotfcrac jcai ^ti/noc* 
$iXoTi/ucac aypvirifeire^ 
Toe Tpv^>ac KaTwraretre^ 

*^0r avivri ti *EXXac. 

r. 

Ai ^KUii Sc rwv npoyoPumy • 
M^ra TO^or XvtnK xpovoi'. 















PATRIOTIC SONGS. 67 



6. 



Arise, ye youths ! for wisdoii^8 gain. 

Come, pass the mount, — come, pass the main. 

Each m^a^er feat deivpising : 
Forsake the banq;i;ijet tyrants giye, — 
On nectar feast, for glory live, — 

Greeice/ff>m ^he d^^ i» ri^ng ! 

7. 

Hark ! strangers <a^ your couiilryineii, — 
Enthusiastic all^*^-7?ffg!^ 

Sing 4^ jiou4 (lymw yx^ur praises ; 
Your parents' Img ^and glorious file 
Exults, joy Ivuri^ 4*ke J^ioidditrjgcig pije; 

Th^ tomb its ten^i^t ,raisi^s. 

Maids, ardent in ^ ichors ,iound. 
How warms yo^rjroiced' thnQnig. sound 

W^ jimrtiid glow tl^e nation ! 
Sing all, implore As Jiighe^t <bocB, ' 
To heavea transo^t with ^iweete»t tune 

YoMf QQuntry'^ invocation ! 

F 2 
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noia 'EXX^C /le vka icoXXii " 



', .'. "^, 



Eic t5c rvyifc rd^ Va^m*; 



*■* "i 






I. 



M" 



Mo/oa/rac, 'H7rci/t>«Tdi,' * ' ' m.?!/! 
MaiceSovec icai AeXf^oi, ^ ' 



.! : "./* 



40. 



, ^Otivovv eU rove cifpavov^: 
Tac aur9ri<rac yotirevtwv, 
TeprrovVy ox^eXovv, iraiSevow, 



K r ' U'. 
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9. 



And Greece ! Minerva's noble son^ 
Exalted high on Fortune's throne^ 

To whom the rest surrender ; 
Art thou the child of Fantasy ? ' ' 
No, — golden Truth beams on mine ejre. 

I see a. world of splendour. 

10. 

The youths of D^elphos^Macedon^ ' 
Morea's and !^pinis* son, i 

HijSr^U t9 Neptune giving-; 
The sons of Thebes, and Thesss^ly,. 
With those of Althens, Spwia vie#-r: 

ThejF 're all like brothers living. 

u. 

Museums .andctWtemp}^'«. wall* ; i 
The theatre^ J^ seges' h^JiU, 

. Riee vfiroiid on high tlue^structure : 
They teach, aiii^M»^ emaj^, de%bt>r 
Each sense ^ey cjuirm with magic .might, 

>'Sach aiind entrance to rapture. 
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I 

'AXXov ir&Xip ri OttXte, ' 
'PiVt*6t;dtt r^ 7irpo<rci>irfe?ttj '^'^^ 

MotKT^v ^*^a Kdi XitpN-eii/ 
''Ofiripe I — Tcup ii'CK^reup 

""YfiPfiire r&c rtpcr'ac ! ^ 

Me'kiMpdv tfov T<)^ ee?av, 

18'. 

^aXX^ /t'oO<ra Tcjtio9fciv, 
nX>/pY}(; ^{f^aroc €v9^'ov, 

KaJ Kvpia TcJv TTuOtiSv :• 
Mapfiapa e/i^t/^^wO^re, 
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12. 

Slow comes, ber swoitd imo^enedin.^re, 
Melpomene from Pluto's shore, , , 

Fear's ghastly form to heighten ; 
And here, by sudden change of Mwe, 
The laughter-^ying Muse ie.meia. 

Thy antiling eyes to brjghten. 



Ye lips oa whicb.Apollo smil'd, , 
The Graces' and the Muses' child^ , , 

Hymn high the hero's fire ! 
Great Homer ! — Pindar ! at the games 
Shout the unconquer'd victors' names. 

Strike loud thy godlike lyre. 

14. 
Come take the harp, Timothens, 
Thou heart -subdoer ! bid thy muse , , 

Hw Ri«p|p||est.,w>t^ to warble ; 
And with the braid of laurel — twine, 
i, shine ! 



7« TPAraVAiA Tor rE'NOYi;. 



C6. 



IlaXcv d€wp£ Tovc l^iyovcy - - '- 

Eec TO €Sa<f>oc iijAWPZ 
Tej^vac Sea va <r7roviatrov¥ . - 

H ra epya va davfXMow 

Nlwi^ aXXci>v AireXXiaif. ! 






. 1 



Atto TToXoi' €<iic iroXoi^^. 
a KaAa Ttav to<twp oAmv 
Uepovfiliap KOI 'IvSiiiv : 
r^i' a<l>wov<n TruTfiBtP 
2 ri|M ( ^kXc^oticrov Fpaticcav, 

Q Travvfxvfire ^iO(f^ia^ 
T(Sv KaXiSv TTTfyn wXovfri<ty • 

0e/oa7reia twv KaKwv I 
2r>7crae roi' XajAirpov aov Opopov 

Em Ty /i6(r<^ Twi^ TpaiK(op. 

EiWrfvec ayw/n€v, K. t. X, 



»ti 
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16. 

Say» strangers^ whither are ye bounds 

With breathless haste ? " To hrfy ground,-^ 

'' We speed to classic Hellas.^' 
With grace they here their minds array. 
Gaze on the pencil's bold display. 

Works of a new Apelles. 

16. 

From pole to pole by magic thrill, . 
From India's shore and from Brazil/ 

Of human race the flower 
Forsake their home, their native soil. 
To Phcebus-favour'd Greece they toil. 

To share the sacred dower. 

17. 

Of all our blessings richest source. 
In days of woe our sweetest nurse. 

Come, Wisdom, heavenly blossom. 
Erect again thy golden throne, • 
For evei* here, where once it shone. 

In Hellas' faithful bosom ! 

We break the spell, &c. 



7« TPAroVAIA Tor rE'NOYi:. 



C6. 



UaXtv Oekfp^ rove l^kyovcy 
Eu; TO eSaij^oc vjawpz 
rl ra epya va uavfAaffovv 






Atto ttoXov €<iic iroXoi^, . 
a KQAa Totv ro<rwv oAtav 
Uepovfiiiap Kai IvSiSy : 

. < 



iC • 



. i 



Q Travvfxvfire ^iO(f>ia, 
Tbiv KaXiSv irriyn vXowia^ - - 

Oeparreia tQv KaKWvV 
Sr^crae tov Xa/xirpop gov Opopov 
£iC aiiSvac T(iv aiuxp(ov 

Up Ty /ii^fr<i) Tuip rpaiKWP. 

EXXrivec' aywjuev, K. t. X. 
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16. 

Say» strangers, whither are ye bound. 

With breathless haste ? " To hcAj ground,-^ 

" We speed to classic Hellas." 
With grace they here their minds array. 
Gaze on the pencil's bold display. 

Works of a new Apelles. 

16. 

From pole to pcJe by magic thrill, . 
From India's shore and from Brazil, 

Of human race the flower 
Forsake their home, their native soil. 
To Phcebus-favour'd Greece they toil. 

To share the sacred dower. 

17. 

Of all our blessings richest source. 
In days of woe our sweetest nurse. 

Come, Wisdom, heavenly blossom. 
Erect again thy golden throne, • 
For evei' here, where once it shone. 

In Hellas' faithful bosom ! 

We break the spell, &c. 
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r. 



a. 



^lAOI fiov avfATrarpiwTfUj 
AovXoi ya/ueAl w^ wore 

^Ekj^Oafrev w <f>IXoi rufpa ; 
H Koivri TTUTpu; (fxjjvaZeif 
Me TO. ^aKpva fJMd Kpatci* 

7- 
TeKva fjtovy FpatKoi yeppoioiy 

£ipUjUL€T avBpEQ TC ICfll 1^601, 

AairaZojxep etc tou aWov 
M' ei^Oovo'iaa/ctoi' }ieya\ov. 
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III. 



How long, fnendfi and cotttix^mtii. 
Shall ^e fllftves of ulaves remain ; 
Slaves to Islam's barbarous bordes. 
Our country's vile tyrannic iords ? 

2. 

Hark ! the thunder roUs ^n h^. 
Vengeance sweet t the hour is nigh ! 
Hellas' call, thy sons op^prest. 
Dry the tears which bathe thy br^t. 

3. 

Hella's youth of noble race. 
Bold the foe of Jfesus face. 
All inflam'd with sacrfed fire. 
Each his brother shall inspire. 
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8'. 

^' Eciic iroTC ni/oama; 
'' ZfiTw n eXevdepU." 



€. 



0( a\pe7oi MafUiXouicoi ! 



.*'. 



TtiiM' M^eiiEertraTWP TovpKi$>v. 
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4. 



4t 



Raise your conquering Toices^ aQ, 
And unanimously call : 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws, ^ 
" Live and die for freedom's cauwe*^^** 



5. 

Blush, ye Greeks ! how low youT4^tate ; 
Madness blinds ye to yourfate,- - * 
Tyrannized by Ottoman, 
Mamaluke, and Turcoman! 



■J .' * 



6. 

Still I hear Oppression's cry, "^•>t' 
Innocence, and Justice sighi— ^ ^ i T 
Still the Turkish yoke ye brook^^ 
Serve the barbarous Mamakike! /^ 

7. 

See, he comes — sole law, hkriiiij^t,- 
Seizes all that's yours by rigfatr. '^ 
Silent bows the Greek htshead. 
Does the Rajah speak — ^he's deaid. 
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*Y7ro<^e/ti€Te Tv/tmwwc; 
''Ewe trore rpp^vvia ; 

Ilow al r€yvm, trod vifriifial 
Twv -T/QfftifccSv al To<rd« i^^m T 
'Yvo^epere irrb»y\aVy 
TvpavviaP Ki i^Kiav, 



' * 



£. 



Ecic wore rvp0»uia ; 
Z^Tco n 'EXevftepca. 



la,* 



Kai ^€W|TCD/UQV warfiiSoOf 
Sre/oev/iov iraaiie 'EXfrtSoc^ 
OX avTit {TuXXayiaOSre, 
Tqvc irpoyoi^ovc fUfjLifiiire. 
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8. 

How long slaves to Islam's hordes. 
How long bear these barbarous lords? 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws, 
Live and die for Freedom's cause. 

9. 

Hellas* radiant was thy light ; 
Fame is gone ;— the Muses bright,-*— 
Where are they ? The harp, the lute. 
Are in Osman's country mute. 

10. 

And Apollo's voice supply. 
Agony aiid torture's cry : 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws« 
Live and die for freedom's. cause. 

11. 

Think but on thy oauntry!s m^^ 
Think on htm» who exiled dies ; 
Think for thee thy fathers bled. 
And life's tide for freedom shed. 
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Q FpaiKoi avipenofievoiy 

E(i>c irore rvpavvia ; 
ZttfTOf ii EkevQepia, 



'J 



wv I paiKwv TO fieya eu^oCy 
To el^aKovGfAevov ycwc, 
, Eic Ai'aroXi7i' Kai Awrtiv 
£i€v €iv TrXiov eiG r-qv (f^iarriVn 

OvT aKovere KaOoXov 

Tavra ica^i' ^ rvpawia^ 
MovaovX/iai^bH' 17 aypela. 



16. 



AXXa i|X96 TeXoc iroi'Taii' 
Oi TpaiKoi <f>iovattOvv rwpa : 
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12. 

Valiant Greeks ! one tbonght, one soul^ 
All inflame fix>m pole to pole, — 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws. 
Live and die for freedom's cause. 

13, 

In the fane where nations shone, 
Greece once fill'd the highest throne. 
Like the radiant orb of day. 
Beaming round hght's sparkling ray. 

14. 

Now erased from human thought. 
Dwindled is her name to nought : 
This the bliss which tyrants grant, — 
They shall not her fame supplant! 

16. 

Hail ye all the rolling year ! ^ 

Yes, revenge, thy hour is near, 
Moslem has his time outrun, — 
Hark ! what says each Argive son. 

G 
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'2 Tov TvpaMvpu. riiv. Ovaiav^ 
''Airavrec fie wffs^fiiav ...... r. 

XriTta n EXevfiepca. , 

''EXafii^ey ri aayrripiay 
XriTio .ti'! EXev0cp(a 1 i . 

2 TOW TV/EMlWOU T^V du<TiaV 

'Tp6)(.ofiey . /i& npofhfdav.i^ . 



i^i 



2 Tovc vfowarwv or ita^eptc 
AiSow $appQCp kI , ai . fAtirepeCf - 

OfToi^frUfiif' icf anofieivovUf ... 
AeywiTi ;. /aiTc icaTaicr)^vi40uv. ' 

E)^€TC uyeiay Aeyovy 
Eic TW iroXefioy Tovi; , ?€XXovy. 
Ewe iroT-e. rwpoyj^ia, -. i. 
Z?|Tw i| .'EXevOe/ica* /« ^ 
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16. 

May our fellest foemen bleed. 
Expiate each tynmt ^eed • 
With their life-drops !— Gallant slave. 
Sink thy thraldom in thw grave. 

17. 

Brightening ^th refiilgent ray. 
O'er us breaks Salvation's day ; 
Come, the yengeance-pile to raise ! 
Kindle t' heav'n the grateful blaze ! 

18. 

Speed all to the gory fane. 
Shame on those who yet^ remain L 
Fathers give their 30ns the spear ; " 
Mothers say without a tear,— -r 

19. 

"Take thy shield, be -sure to come * 
" With it, or upon it, home/* [B] ' 

Down with bloody tyrant-laws, 

Live and die for freedom's cause. 

g2 
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/ 

K . 



Me (TiraOia l^eyvfivwfAevay 
Sroy Oeov ^sepew/iAeva 
Eic rac fiayac va opfidref 
Kal rove TovpKovc i^ci ^aXare. 



Ka. 



HoriOovvreQ elc tov aWoVf 
Kafivovrec opKov jAeyaXoy: 
OT6 fAOVov va T aipri^e, 
Orav Tovc e'^Opova i^iKrive, 

(c/3'. 

Ma Till' TTiffTWy fia warpiBa, 
Ma rriv €ic Beov eXniSay 
Tflc EXXaSoi; rriv irpiv So^om 
No Trjv XajSoi/icv /ue So^av. 

/ 
icy. 

Toui; ej^Opova m iroXejuovuev, 
Kai va rove icaTairaTOu/u€R* 
£a)C TTore Tvpavvia, 
Ttfirvj ri 'EXeufcpia. 
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20. 



Victory is with the Lord ; 
Gird around thy vengeance-sword. 
Let each turban'd Othman feel 
Justice guides our conquering steeL 

21. 

Sacred be to all this word ; 
*^ Each to each be shield and sword, 
** Sheath it not till victory 
'* Triumph o'er our enemy." 

22. 

Hark ! our faith and country call, 
God our noblest shield and wall ! 
Greece shall reign with ancient might. 
Seize your swords, and nobly fight ! 

23. 

On, — the foe of Jesus' face. 
Trample on the tyrant-race ! 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws. 
Live and die for freedom's cause. 
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«8f. 



T/907raia rov Mtf/^a^^voc 






Mir oirwii *6 'Apc^^Sifc, 






2c(dtra» roiu +o<toviJ aXXovc, ' 
''A'i/S/t>ec 0av/iii^odc jueyaXovc. 

Z7}T«i> '^ ''EXcvOepioi 

Keivovc 01 Fpaeicoi fAifAOvvrai, 
TovpKovQ irXIbv Sey <^o/3ovyTai, 
Tv|v 2[(i>i)v Kara<l>povovai 
Tovc rvpayvovc Sey \pti<f>ov<n. 



^o!^a& ii7 



34- 

llarathw, thy trophies bt^fa 
Sdil dc£r timers swct^itif ■Hght» 
Ev^er-'giiscii the luflrcl ts^ 
Gam*d at sedbom Sthiin 

niink bat OQ Mittedes, 
On the just Ahstkles, 
On Themistodes the Great, 
And biuTe Leonklas's &te. 

26. 

Thousands of our great and brave. 
Of such heroes deck the grave. 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws. 
Live and die for freedom's cause. 

27. 

Yes^ a spark from yon dark fanes. 
Thrills like lightning through our veins, 
Greeks despise a dastard's life, 
Greeks defy a tyrant's strife. 
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Ktl, 



Eic Ttiv So^ay t5< irorpiSoc, 

Me Till' etc 0€ov EXiriSoCy 

Ac virayiOjjiev ai i^eoi, 

Etc Tov 9roXe)uoy yevyaioi. 

''OXoi va OavartoOovfiep, 
TlXriv va fArjv v7roTa^0oiifi€v. 
''Ewe 7roT€ Tvpappia, 
2ifir(a} fi ISXevOepia. 

X'. 

Oc Fpaiicoi ra i^opovvraif 
Kai KaXa ra evOvfxovvraif 
TlpoyovoiTiov eiv o MivoC| 
O AvKovpyoQj 2oX«i>y Veeyoc. 

t 

Xa. 

H EirraXo^^oc /uac Kpat^i, 
Qpovov fxeya eroc/Lia2^ei, 
Q Fjoacicoi aySpeeoi/uevoi 

Ol TTjaVTOU €^aiC0ll(TjU€y01. 
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28. 



Glory is each Grecian's call, 
God our nobest shield and wall ! 
Ally a well-cemented mighty 
L^t us bold our foemen fight. 

29. 

All shall die or all be free, — 
Think but on Thermopoly. 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws. 
Live and die for freedom's cause. 

30. 

Blood-proud Argive sons have not 
Their ancestral line forgpt ; 
From Lycurgus trace their spring, 
Solon and the Cretan king. 

31. 

Islam's crescent wanes apace. 
Plant instead the sign of grace ; 
On where gleams Sophia's shrine. 
Raise the throne of Constantine ! 
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X/3'. 

Aev e^eifp^re rvpaihoij 

*'Ewc iroT€ rvpama, 
Z^rci) 11 'EXevOepta. 
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32. 



Tremble^ tyrants ! know fate's doom 
** Greece shall rise in all her bloom.'' 
Down with bloody tyrant-laws, 
live and die for freedom's cause. 
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A'. 



a. 



^HXeei^ o MiXtwSiw 
Me Svvafiaic iroWala, 
'H fAfirrip fiaCf fiac xpat^i 

Bfovva \ffii\af jSovi^a ^nXa, 
AayicaSca icai jStiOovc, 
niySare Ki awepvarGy 

Eoic irore iraXi|icapia 

a (diftep era creya; 
Mova^oi crav Xeoivrapia 
2 rove jSpavovc < ra fiovva. 
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IV. 



1. 

MiLTiADES is coming, 
A thousand spears his wall ; 
Greece opens you her bosom, 
O hear a parent's call ! 

The vale is low, the mountain steep. 
And perilous the main ; 
Come pass, and climb, and cross the deep. 
The tyrant-foe be slain, 

2. 

Wild Uke the mountain lion. 
In woods and caves we roam; 
No longer, brother heroes. 
Let 's strangers be at home. 
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7 



HarpiSa Kai yovelc, 

Tovc (j>i\ovQy ra TreSia fiaCj 

Ki oXovc, Tovc avyyeveit;. 

* A<f>evTritif SpayofAavoQ, 
*0 rvpavvoQ ae, ica/uvec 



6. 



KaX^repa juiac wpac 
'RXevQepfi t^riy 
Ylapa '<rapavTa '^^povovCf 
]SicXa/3ea Kai <l>v\aKri. 

/ 

^Ac KajAWfiev rov o/oicoy 

TlwQ yyvofxev to aijua 

EcC TOVTOI' TOP KaipOV, 
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3. 



I have no friend^ no pai^ent/ 
No country cal|»I mine ; * v 
All crush'd beneath vthp crescent/ 
My wife, my kin^.my kine. 

4. 

Today a Dragomano, 
Or chosen e'en vizier, * 
Thou 'It die tomorrow guiltless. 
To soothe a tyranf^ fi^ar. 



-.. I 



5. 

What's a life of slavery - 
To one day's freedom's breath ? 
A Ungering Ufe of slavery, . 
Is but a lingering .death.; 

6. 

Red gleams the Cross our banners- 
Swear by the holy sign. 
Life's purple tide shall flow 
Till Greece be freedom's shrine. 
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r. 

'2 'Ava:roXfi¥ xal Avacv, 
Eii; Norop Kai BoppeaVf 
Tia rriv varpiSa oXoi 
N' a)^oi/i€y lAiap KapSiav. 






2 ri?v iFiViv rov KaOevac 
RXevBepoc va Zy^ 
2 Tiiv So^ay Tov iroXcfAOv 
fia rpeXjiafiev fxatv. 

ff. 

Ki' ay wapafiy rov opKo^f 
Na ^paxpy o ovpavoc, 
Kai va Toy KaraKaxf/ff 
Na ycy^ <ray icairyoc. 

Bovyci xf^riXa, k. r.X, 
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7. 



From pole to pole united ; 

In arms^ from east to west^ 

One thought for Greece be cherish'd, 

One thought warm every breast. 

8. 

Free be eaeh man, his Makei^ 
Free in his t^i/Ak adof e ; 
Hence ! Ane ye all the laurel^ 
Haste to the cunp of gore. 

9. 

Roll^ Lord^ o'er hioi thy thunder. 
Who breaks this (Mtk we swear; 
Annihilate him, Ughtning, 
lake saioke dispersed in air. 

The vale is low, &c. 



II 



98 TPATOVAIA TOY" tE'NOYZ. 



E'. 



/ 

a. 



rPAiKor <t>iX aQ Kivtie£fA€v, 

Ki' airo raq ^pucraQ fiaaawovc : 
Na fjiriv eyw^A^v rvpavvovi;. 

^- 

Ecvat wXeov arcjuia, 

Kai /ueyc? avaity^vriaf 

O TpaiKOG va fxri KivriTaiy 

Ki' eca Toy \riOapyov va ic^rac. 

7- 

*^Qq icaXaC; opOaQ Kai OeiaQ^ 
T<Sv Tvpavvwv Tac a^eiac 
Tac jSovXac^ I'a €KreX(i?/i6y : 
Ki' awpeirtSa' va ra<; Tifi<Sp,^v* 



/ 

«" 
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V. 



1. 

Greeks and friends, whom I invoke. 
Rive the fetters, shake the yoke ; 
Pangs heart-rending we bemoan, 
Let's no longer tyrants own. 

2. 

Greeks, disgrace will stain their name. 
And eternal be their shame. 
Who with indifference supine. 
Now in lethargy recline. 

3. 

They adore, as Heavenly will. 
Laws, of human breast the chill ; 
And the Turkish leaden sway, 
With a slavish neck obey. 

H 2 
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ST. 

AAA i|AO ^ ctipa, /A^T eXiriSa 
Na /iiyy e^^pc, TToiq paviSa 
Mcape rvpavve 0a (fuxreiQ, 
Ac/ufiaroc <rov ya /tii| So<rpc. 

Kai rriv yriy vayTifv Bd fipe^ei* 



t 

^ ' 



'2 ra yr.$^ t4 piifj^i^^v^^ 
MovaovAjuai/ovc va 2[??T<Jf*iS>'» 

*Ac 2;»?TW)U€if fl-pv V Qt ^X^pQi Pf9^Qp 
Na yvwpufppv to <r9^ajSf /fjCf^;: 
Al/ia^ al/io Tovfl^t^pv, 
Ac 8o^a(rp Tov rp(|i4CQV* 
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4. 



Nigh 's the hotr of verigetoce ! Know, 
Plague-infected tytant foe, 
Allah sleeps ! — ^thy btood I drain, 
Till each life^ro|) leave its rem. 



5. 

Life we long from thee to French, 
Tis thy blood our thirst must quench ; 
All around the living gush 
Dyes the earth with purple blush. 

6. 

Bare the blades immersed in gore ; 
Haste, the desert fields explore ! 
Desolation, whirl thy brand 
Over Islam's treacherous band. 

7. 

Prove the foe, thy scimitar 
Can the turban'd foemen mar ; 
Blood,— yes, Turkish blood alone. 
Can for Grecian wrongs atone. 
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V 



Tovc TT/ooyoyovc fxi/AtiOfSjuieVy 
T' apfiar oc irvptroKportSiAev, 
Acjuo Tvpavvoi va '^vtrovvy 
Kac TOi^ ABriv va yefiitFOvv. 

M' eva (l>povtijuLa fi ev firfjua 
$iX ac yivwfiev ri 0v)ua, 
H (Xfarripec rriQ TpaiKiaQp 
SrvXoi rrJQ EXevde/ocac* 



I. 



rpaiKOQ av fiiKpo\pv')^ri<^y 
rpaiKoS T ovofi ac a<|>i|<rp, 
Aq r a<pi7<rp c rove ai^o/oeiovq^ 



ca. 



iovQ IpaiKOVQ €\"p aQ TpOfnaCjovVf 
2 r oyojuaroii/ aa SeiXiaCovVy 
'Ac xaflp rpaiicwv SovXeta, 
N avareiXy XevOepia. 
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8. 



While ancestral glory warms^ 
Hurl Death's thunder with your arms ; 
Strike — the Infidels to kill, 
Pluto's dreary realms to fill. 

9. 

Let us all, a selfrdoom'd wreck, 
TAgether the cold mansion deck ; 
Or, predestined Greece to save, — 
Freedom's pillars are the brave ! 

10. 

Does pale fear then blanch his cheek ? 
Dare he boast himself a Greek ? 
No,— the brave become that name, 
Their's the right to honour's claim. 

11. 

At that name our foe shall shrink ; 
Burst of Slavery each link ! 
Be our watchword in the fight, — 
Freedom every Grecian's right ! 
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ToifQ irpoyovovQ fuixtiOwjieVy 
T apfiar ac irvptyoKporwjuLev, 
Acjuo Tvpavvoi va ^vaovv, 
Kac TOM ASi|M va yejAiaovv, 

M' eya <^p6vt\^a fx %v ^^rip.a 
$(X aa ylvfafxev ri 0vjua,, 
'H cToiT^/oec T?C F/oaciccac, 
SrvXoi T^a EXevde/ocac* 



I. 



F/oadcoc aM fiiKporpv^riay 
TpaiKoS T opo/ii aq a<j>'n<Tyj 
Aq T a<pi|(rp c Tovq ai^o/0€(ovc> 



(a. 



Tovq Fjoacicovc ^X^P ^^ T/oo/uai![ovi', 
2 r ovofiaT(M}v uq SeiXiaH^ovVj 
'Ac xaflp FpaiKtSv SovXeia, 
N ai^areeXj XevOepia. 



FAH>7i3i si!yia&. :** 






hex «» «2, & wt^^flNDK r 



Or, praoescnec Gnees 

ft pi&m BR 






» me ^iiru: n siiianr* 



Mm. ifcoc taoK inr ii« 

m 

Be oar "vi&saiiviiii ji tut ifrnr. 



106 TPATOVAIA TOr rE'NOYS. 

7- 

'EicSeSo/teyoi eiq rac T/ov<|>a«, 
£^ov<rcp oXoc ^ti^aq SetXac, 
Oi cSiOi <l>(M)vaZQV<nvj 
'AvBevrac rSv jxaa Kpatovtriv, 
''OXoi Xoiwoif aq rpe^w/ueM 
Tovq TovpKovQ va <|>oi/ev<r(i>/i6i'. 

Totriav 'Hptaiav reKva Tjjueic 
Mevcujuey en iiroKXiveiQ; 
Akojul y aKOfiri fievwfiev 
6apj3a/oovc va SovXevcujuev ; 
10 eAeAev ac Kpa^wfiev 
Kacc rove Tv/oai^yovc ai^iXjiafiev. 



e. 



Mav/ooicopSaroc /laa irpoaKaXei^ 
Apafiere KpaCjei oX w FpaiKoL 
^^avpov <f>ep ri (rrifxaia fxaCy 
Qavarov ri po/j,(f>aia puQ, 
Tovc TovpKOVQ ovv oc (r^iXjujixeVy 
Ka( oXoi fxat; aq KpattWficv: 



it 
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3. 

Revelry^s lord and Luxuxy's slaye^ 

His weak heart faints with dread of the grave ; 

We are the Lords *^ his lips confess^ 

Where life fades into lifeleasness. 

Then let us struggle to the last> 

And death on Osman's children cast. 

4. 

LinkM with the Magnates^ lords of our land. 
Yet we obey the tyrant's command ! 
Are we istill slaves ? bound to the soil. 
To dig their lands, for them to toil? 
We smite for freedom, they for sway, — 
Your smiters smite, your tyrants slay. 

5. 



Maurocordatus summons the thanes. 
Summons the Greeks to burst their chains. 
The sacred emblem leads our band. 
While death deals each unbelted bi*and. 
Fixing the doom of every foe. 
Shout high, proclaim with martial glow. 
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^\ 



Ta oirXa /Li44 2^li>v^/ui^&«, 
Kac rit4 IX^0^/d^(cU; /Ui^. 
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6. 



Hellas our country for ever ! again 
Hellas shall conquer^ Hellas shall reign ! 
Thy children^ sworn to vindicate 
Thy wrongs, shall raise thy fallen state ; 
Fighting for faith, they shall regain 
Their freedom in the strife of men. 
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z. 



a. 



AAMnPA' 'EXXilc 

JJriyfi TiSv (j>i\o<yo^u)v 
Mfjrepa t(Sv Upwwp 
^(atri^ope nSv (ipovrwvy 
Svrrvriaov €K tow j3v0ova 
^vvrpixpov TUQ aXvaaovc 
Miyrepa rwu ^ovawv. 

'ISov KaipoQ 

Ti]C So^iyq aov e<j>avri 
KparSv '^vaovv ?e<|>ai'i 
Kai ic/oa2^(tfy KT'^vp^Sc : 
*£XXac yevvaiorarri 
TvpavvovQ Karawarei 
Kai viKa KparefSa. 
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VII. 



1. 

Illustrious Greece ! 

Which gave the hero birth. 
Bright wisdom's fount on earth, 
Apollo's favourite porch : 
Fly sleep's inglorious reign. 
Awake, and rive thy chain ! 
Hail, mankind's mental torch ! 

2. 

Now glory's rays 

O'er thee their lustre shed. 
And crown thy conquering head. 
A voice guides thy array : 
** Bold on the tyrants press. 
To Ghreece shall be success. 
Thine is the martial day." 



t€ 
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Ml? SccXcac 

E)^€CC ripi}iaiV ^iiOoQ 

Kai (f)i\o(r6(f)it)v wXfiOoQ 
Na <T vrr€pa<Twur9ovVy 
lS/lriT€pa <T€ yvtopitovVj 
Oirov Ki av rpiyvpltovv 
Kac <Te ewi rroOovv. 

8'. 

Tov HpaKXrj 

2v fAOvri eSvvriOric 

2 TOV Ko<r/jLOv va yevvriatfti 

YSpaa l^oXoQpevTWy 

AvTfiQ wov rSpa iraXiv 

Me ivvafxw fjieyaXriv 

S ra (TTrXay^vfitrov oiKel. 

€. 

STrevo'ay ir/^oi; (J19V TrarpcSa 
Eea y^i' Tw *EAAfiyiSa^^ 
Kac liKauov tw^ k^ei 
Hpcuac (oc TQ vpt^TQUf 
Kivovvrai; jiSif ipOpwiruj^iii 
Tov 6avfia<r/AQv ev y^. 
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3. 
Hence, chilling fear ! 

Of sage3 thou canst boast. 
Of heroes a large host. 
Thy shield their sacred throng. 
Thou art their native home. 
However far they come. 
For thy embrace they long. 

4. 
Twas thou didst give 

A Hercules to light ; 
Beneath his valour's might 
Prohfic Python bled : 
A monster of that breed 
Dwells now amidst thy seed. 
And rears its venom'd head. 

5. 

Jove's valiant maid ! 

In Hellas dwell again. 

In thy paternal fane. 

And warm thy children's breasts. 

Like the heroic dead ; 

Their fame, with life not fled. 

The wond'ring mind arrests. 

I 
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AvTOi etnwoOovffi 
Efcei va ae iSovai 
Na OeowoifidyQ, 
JJpo^arriQ va fieTptjae 
Mi^re/oa va KoXriffe 
Kc ac 'Icai evrreiOric. 

t. 

yiovadv \opoG 

EXXaSoc Ovyarepec 
Xpovov yjpvdov jx^rkpet; 

EXXcK(i>l/OC ^6W19, 

Triv yriv rriv EXXi)VfSa 
IlaT/OiSa fiac KOivri, 
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6. 

Once more to see 

Thy image, — veird the face,- 
Our sanctuary grace. 
With joy our bosoms thrill ! 
Rebuild thy throne that fell. 
Amidst thy children dwell. 
Propitious to our will ! 

7. 

Come, Qrecian maids ! 

The Muses' sacred ring, 
Hellicon's voice, and bring 
The happy golden time : 
Deign, fugitives, to totaa 
No longer from your home. 
Dwell in your native clime ! 



i2 
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H'. 



a. 



IlATPrAA' fXQQ eiraiverri 

2 o\ov TOV KOdfAOV ^aicov?i}y 
E^dacr o KaipoQ Trjc So^i|C 
Tovc TvpavvovQ va rpowofrgt;^ ' 
^KiprSfxev eXevOepwQf — 

Tijpa e^vwvrid' o KaOelc 
Kt eyviapitre to aXriOeCy 
Hov yia (f>06vov jaSc fAiffOvai 
SKXajSovc iravra fiac rrvBowt, 
IlaT/DiSa Kol TO Fevoc, — 
Zi|TW, il^TW li *£XXac. 
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VIII. 



1. 

Hail, Parent-land ! thou dwelling-place 
Of every virtue, every grace ; 
Step bold again on Glory's path. 
And on the tyrants vent thy wrath ! 
Let 's catch the freeman's bounds — 
Speed all to Classic ground ! 

2. 

We all are wiser now, and know 
The truth — taught in the school of woe ; 
By envy marked out for their hate. 
They deem us doomed to Slavery's fate. 
Our children, and our Land ; — 
Let 's speed to Hellas' strand ! 
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7' 



AvSpeCy yvvaiKeCy Kai TreSicc, 
OXoc ac iriatrovv ra airaBiay 
YlpoyovQVQ Twv aQ fiifiriOovv 
TvpavvovQ aQ fArj ^oj3i)0ovi>. 
AejSei^rec avSpeitofievoi 
XrjTW, tvTW ri EXXac* 

8'. 

Tlepaff exeivoQ o Kaipoc 
TIov riTOv o KaOeiQ SeiXody 
OAoi T(opa aQ ofioiaffovv 
ToitQ ^p^povQ pa Safxatrovv, 
Ae^evrec avdtpctfofiepoi 
TaiTWy tvTw fi EXXac* 



€. 



M171' TOP jAerpare TravreXwc 
iop TvpappoPy yiar eii' oecAoc^ 
KroTrare, ^^ (tSq fieXij, 
Me ra rpOfAepa aaQ jSeXi}. 
AejSeprec apSpeia^jAepoi 
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3. 



In man's, and boy's, and woman's hand. 
Shall blaze your country's vengeance-brand ! 
Your kindred's feats to mind recall. 
And fearless on the tyrants fall ! 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas' shore ! 

4. 

Time rolls : — Fear once your minds appall'd. 
Basely before your lords ye crawl'd : 
Now feel ye man's most sacred right^ 
Humble the tyrants in the fight. 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas* shore ! 

5. 

Deign not to court the Moslem-crew, 
There fear displays its pallid hue. 
Let's smite ! and be the tyrant's heart 
The aim of each unerring dart. 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas' shore ! 
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TpaiKoiy aSeX^ca ^pi^iavoi^ 
OXoi t^ffOrjre to (nraOi^ 
Ki eXare Bvfiwixkvoi 
Kaipoc Sev aac irpofffieyei. 
Aefievrec avSpeKOfievoi 
Zi|Tw, tvTia fi EXXac. 

Tiari va '^avwfiev TpaiKoi 
Tlarpi^a fiaQ Kal rriv Z^riv, 
'Ho SeKa povtrovXjxavova 
^ev^ac fiawfieOavovc ; 
AejSevrec avSpeiwfievoi 
Z^TW, tvTut rj EXXaCv 






Mriv virod^pere t;oyov 
Hap^apfov Twv 'A'^apivtSvl 
TLapre t apfxara ki eXare^ 
TbVQ Tvpavyovc va viKare. 
AejSevrec avSpeiwjuLevoi 
XrjTtOy 2^7jTW 17 EXXac. 
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6. 



Greeks^ — friends wKo have in Christ a pledge 
Of faith, who well your falchions edge. 
Avail yourselves of fortune's day. 
And Moslem shall his outrage pay. 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas' shore. 

7. 

Ne'er be it true, e'en for a while. 
That Moslem's false and dwindling file 
Should prove the conqueror in the strife. 
The lords of Greece, and of your life ! 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas' shore. 

8. 

And shall again your Moslem- foes 
On you the tyrant-yoke impose, — 
The yoke by heaven and earth abhorr*dJ 
No, — trample on the Turkish lord. 
On, brotherhood of gore, — 
Speed all to Hellas' shore. 
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Trie Vov/AeXrJQ Kai rov JAwpia 
OXoi t^trOriTe ra diradiaf 
firiffiiSrai avSpeiwiA^voi 
Kac/ooc Sev aaa Trpodfievei, 
AejSevrec avSpeiio/xevoi ^ 
ZtriTd)^ tvTto fi EXXac. 

Na 'XevOepwrwfiev TracSca, 
r^i^ fjuiQ EXXaSa rrjv XtifArrpaVf 
Stovc TovpKovc a<; Sc^OcS/iey 
UiSi; vapra iip.ei(; viKw/iev. 
AejSevrec avSpeiiopeyot 
Z^roi, ^^T(i» 17 EXXac* 
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e'. 






TV xaprepetre ^iXoi Kal aSe\<l>otf 

Kai Sev Kiveire yXQaaav^ KapSiaVy (iiraOi; 

'ISov KaipoQ jaSc e(f)0a<Tev 

'HlACpa Bo^nc eXafiipev, 

AocTTOv ofiw^ffCy Kai trrraOia 

TvjAviS'oe 8ia TTiv Trar/oiSa. 

SicXaj3oi aeiQ ir\eov firiv fcaraSe^^eo'de 

Miire va »j?re, /urjre I'a XeyetrOe, 

'EXevOepa i^povr\aare 

'AvBp€i<M}C TToXejurjcaTe, 

Koe T apjxara cac 8/oa^are 
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IX. 



1. 



Brothers of soitow, rouse from your trance, rejoice. 
Consonant move your heart, sword, and voice ;' 
The hour is come : through the dense night ^ 
The day of joy beams on our sight. ■ 

Unsheath your sword, to rest betray'd, 
For Hellas wield your blade ! » 

2. 

Lit is the torch of Freedom and Faith in our lattd. 
Slavery's name shall Hellas ne'er brand ; 
Freedom proclaim ! your fetters riven. 
Brave the foe, and trust in Heaven : 

I 

Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 
And force them to recoil. 
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AcKOc fiac eivai irpoyovoi 
Kt rijAeic avrSv awoyovoi. 
AocTTOi^ Ofi(5*S€y ra trrraOia 
TvfiyiS'oe Sia ttjv irarpcSa. 

^- 

TovTity T^y </>^fiiM^ icai niv 7raXi^a/{>cc(y, 
ri^cuo'ci'^ avipelay Kol yePvaioKapj^ttv 
Ac ficfii|0«ii/iiev oXoi ^eu;, 
ITacSia Xafiirpwv vpoyovfthf fiac> 
Kai r apfxara ac Spa^o^juev 
E^O^ovc t5c irarpiSoii fnrapiil^wfJLev. 



6. 



Ilarpcc /uac JCpa^ec, Sevre ac ipapw^v, 
SaXTTiy^ ^a»va2^c» viicac ac Ka^kffuv, 
i/c acTOc ac irera^aifieM 
Tivyov a7roT€iva^ai^y» 
Aoiirov ofAiS^ef Kot crirafta 
rv/tti'w?^ Sea T^v TrarpiSa. 
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3. 



Epaminondas, Peleus' mighty son. 
He who the day at Salamis won, — 
Bear witness^ worlds from them we trace 
The glorious line of Hellen-race. 
Unsheath your sword, to rest bctrayM, 
For Hellas wield your blade ! 

4. 

Loud be their valour's generous sense reveal'd i 

By patrimonial lustre seaFd ; 

Tread in their steps, and bid them all 

Their warlike memory recall. 

Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil, 

And force them to recoil. 

5. 

Hear ye the call of Hellas, her Christian votes ? 
Sounds the shrill bugle, victory's notes ? 
The yoke is riven ; — Swift, on your pri6y. 
Like eagles cross the liquid way. 
Unsheath your sword, to rest betray'd. 
For Hellas wield your blade ! 
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/ 



Nai ira/Li^tXTari| '£XAac« warpiBa fiac, 
'iSov roi' 2^J}Xov jcac irpoOvfiiav fiaQ. 
Vvfiva awaOia (ia^atofiev 
Kc oX o/Ato<l>ojP(i)Q Kpat(o/x€v: 

a ^Pl ''a (p, Kai rpeiQ va C,y 
Ui^tC, irarpiQ, Kai to TivoQ. 

Q EXXaSrrac, avSpec aXiiOivoi 
Kai Pov/icXictfrai ripweQ ^aicov^oi, 
' ApfiarwOwfJiev oXoc /tiac 

£icSiici}9(i7/i6i' /uopoc /uac 
Kac r apfjiara ac Spal^ta^ev ' 

Ej^O/oovc T?(; TroT/oiSoc aira/Mi^w/itCM. 

»?. 

Q Akfiavirai avSpec eXevOepoi 
Kat H7r€i|t)(orac oi €vy€ve*»€poiy 
lov livppov Ot OTTOyOl^Ol 
OpfirifTare Ofi6<l>(»)voi. 
Kac T apjxara traQ Bpa^are^ 
lEyOpovQ rriQ warpiSoc fTirapal^ar^* 
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6. 



Land that contains the nwurvels of old, reveal, — 
Bums not each bf^ast with holiest zeal ? 
The sword is drawn by every one ; 
And all exclaim in unison, — 
Flourish the Trinity, our creed. 
Our country, and our seed. 

7. 

M acedon's flower and Rumely's offspring claim. 
Brave Chimariot, the conqueror's fame ! 
To arms! to arms ! be all in arms ; 
Revenge each Grecian bosom warms. 
Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 
And force them to recoil. 

8. 

Men of Epirus, Acroceraunium wild. 

Liberty's son, Albania's child ! 

From Pyrrhus date your source of life. 

Unanimous begin the strife. 

Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 

And force them to recoil. 

K 
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Nai TraiKpiXrc 


T^ EXXoc, irarpiZa ^ac, ^^^^^ 


■\SoS T^. tax 


QK »-Qi jTpoflv/aiai' ;<ac. 1 


rvfivd atraQia 


^a'sdtopev ,^^^B 


Kt oX OfHa<^wt'tuQ KpdCuifiev : ^^^^^H 


N«' iiv, ™ rp 


■^^H 


rilVlC, TOTpiq, 


^^^^^H 




■ 


^£3 -EXXaS/xa, 


<^^H 


Ki.; 'Pou^ieXtJ 


rat vpt^ec ^aicmivol. ^^^H 


'Ap|UOT(u6a>/ief 


oXoi pdc ^^^^^H 


'£kSii:t)9uT^iei' /loKOt /lac '^^^^^H 


Koi t' ap/iaro 


aC Spd^wnev ^^^^^H 


'E-j^Bpoin; rijo 


)raTf)(£oc uirapa^w^ev. ^^^^H 


^n 'AX^avirai 


avSpec eXev9epoi ^^^^^^^M 


Kat 'HTTCipiSTa 


I ^U^^^^^^^l 


Tou Ylvppov 


^^^^^^^^^^H 


OppriiTaTe op6 


^^^^H 


Kat t" appard 


o-ai; Spn'^are, -^^^^^^^^^^H 


1 1 
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^Q, Tov 'Aiyacov iraXayov icaroncoi 

Svirvriaare oyXriyopu 
MioK S}pav <r€?c wpwrfirepa* 
Kal r apfMLTa <rac Bpil^dt^ 
'E^0povc Tiic irar/oiSoc (jirajOa^are. 

^Q *YS/oc<Mrac icat treiQ ol ^apiaifol 
Avdpec 2ire2^ccSraft icac eiriXoiifoc F^acicof; 
2 ra irXoca (Ta^ opfiii^are 

TvpavvovG a(^vfi&aT€. 

Kal T apixara (ran SpaJ^are 

'E^Opova rria narpiBoa unra/iafore. 






Kai Siraprcarai *Hpaici>v K6pvkf>riy 

EvOvfAtiOetre ^i\oi /lov 

nd>c eiaOe rip oi «^Xoc /tov. 

Kai T apfnara aac Spafare 

E)(©povc r?c irarpidoQ (nraf>a^aT€, 
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9. 



Glorious Grecian colonies ! ocean smiles 
Gently aronnd ye, ^gean Isles ! 
Awake thou worid nursed on the deep« 
A minute sooner from thy sleep. 
Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 
And force them to recoil. 

10. 

Children of Spezia, ye who in Psara dwell. 
Ye Hydriots — ^blest with no well,. 
Hoist your white sails, hurl from on board 
Destruction on the tyrant-horde. 
Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 
And force them to recoil. 

11. 

Heart-kindred brothers, sons x>f the Chersonese, 

Boast of the warlike Peloponnese* 

Come, brave Maniotes, with Moslem cQpe,' 

Ye are my pillars, ye are my hope.. 

Your phalanx Islam's ranks shall foil. 

And force them to recoil. 

k2 
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TovpKWP o rpo/AOQ, Ki ey9poi wavroreivoi, 
'H AOriva avereiXe 
Ki eXevOepiav fceiAe. 
Aotirov ofiut*o€y Kai (twaOta 
Tvfiivw^oe Sia TTiP varpiSa. 

''Ej^erc Aia tov tov fleou veov, 
Kae aXXop Api}M top rifiiov *oavp6v. 
Atari \oiwov wpotrfievere 
'ISov ri viicri <f>aiv€rai, 
Aoiitov TOvipeKia koI trrraOia 
*ASpofaT€ 8ia rriv irarpiSa^ 

to. 

'AvToc So^a2^€C rove virijicoovc tov 
K avTippafievei jxovoq kol fxovoc rov, 
TovQ evae^eiQ Bo^^atfivrac, 
Kae Tova rvpawova <]^<f>atovTaQ. 
Aoiirov TOv<l>eKia Kal (TiraOia 
ASpal^are Sici ti?i» warpiSa. 
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12. 



War-child of Crete and Spakia, flash the spear^ 
Osman's eternal enemy, and hear, 
Minerva with her aegis bound, 
Diffiises freedom's glow around ; — 
Unsheath your sword, to rest betray'd. 
For Hellas wield your blade. 

13. 

Once through the ranks stalk'd Ares and Jove ; now shine 

God and his Son's mysterious sign : 

Then why yet stay, and why delay. 

When nearly you have gained the day ? 

Unsheath your sword, to rest betrayM, 

For Hellas wield your blade. 

14. 

Glory awaits the followers of the Lord, 
T is they alone shall find reward ; 
His thunderbolts o'er Moslem roll. 
Add courage to each pious soul : — 
Unsheath your sword, to rest betray'd. 
For Hellas wield your blade. 
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Kac Tovc rvpavvovQ oXovc CKoroauifiev. 
Kai ra (ipafiei. aQ Xafifopev 
Ti}c viKfiQj Ki avaxpaZwifiev : 

a ly, va ly Kai rpeLQ va Z.^, 
rit^Kjj warpic Kai to •yei'tx;. 
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16. 



O'e^rged tyrants now shall resign their breath. 

Free be our country^ free be our faith ! 

Come, snatch of victofy the. prize. 

To Heaven send the conqueror's cries : — 

Flourish the Trinity, our creed. 

Our country, and our seed. 
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\ 
\ 



r. 



a. 



npoTrato/txtfy /lioc eicecvoiy 
Aevre TraiSea AXiiOecc 
T^c warpiBoa rac aXwraac 
Ac fTvvTpixffg o KaOetc 

Et(f)0a(r€v o KaipoQj 
Na Xeixffg o J^vyoc* 
EXevOe/oa va Z^/xev 
Na T/9c/ip icod* ej^flpoc. 

Na /ii)y eifieOa irXea <TKXa(ioi, 
'EireiSri icai tovto /SXa/Sei, 
Ac wpoSpafiTg o KaOeic 
Tovc rvpa I'vovc fii^ '^Ti\<^are 
*Q F/oaiicoc ^cXoyeveic. 



7- 



'EireiS^ irXeoy Slv eivac 
Oi Tvpavvoi fiaa eKeivoi 
Na T/oo/ua^ovy tovc F/Daiicovc. 
'A)(^Xo Tcipa /U€To/3aX0»| 
'IT SecXia Trpoc ovtovc* 
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X. 

1. 

Offspring of the Grecian hne. 
Ye who from that source divine 
Trace the blood that swells your veins ; 
Burst, a patriotic band. 
Burst the fetters of your land. 

The slavish yoke is r6nt. 
That long our neck has bent 
Free let us Uve or die, 
Fear'd by each enemy. 

2. 

Slavery shall forget her chain, 
Greece her liberty regain,' — 
Whirl in might your scimitar. 
If a Greek yourself you style. 
On ! despise the tyrant-file. 

3. 

Terror daunts each Moslem breast ; 
Victory sits not on his crest; 
And the Ghreeks no longer fear. 
Ruin-wrought panic changes side. 
Towards us lushes Triumph's tide. 
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^. 
Koc Sev /Lily' a/i^e|3oXca 
''Ot* ri EXevOepia 
Mac eBoQfi eK 0€Oti, 
Am va XafAXpy rov ?avpov/iac 
H GtifAaia iraPT6)^o{f. 



6. 



Ki' €T& Twp' aa irpo(nraOi<njf 

Tijy 2^6)^y Tov a-avreXiiic* 
AXXa Trjv EXevOe/otav 
Ac tvrfiaw/xev koiv£q* 



f 



N airoSei^ai/i' o/io^aiya)c 
Uri rouTOC eci/ o j^oyoc, 
Ottou /ueXXei ya Seij^flp 
H avSpeia riSv EXX^ycoy^ 
KaC 7} yilCI} 17 (f>piKTfi. 

c 

EfC roue )(cXiovc oicraicoffiovc 
Eiicocr evav Xeyo) rotrovc 
Atto eroc Xpis'tavwy, 
Meya Oav/xa tovt e^aOri 
Aia oXoip TcJy TTcs'wy. 
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4. 
Thou, celestial liberty^ 
(Doubt alone were blasfdiemy) 
Art our Hea-vtoly Fa^iar's gift : 
Blaze around ibe Christian's meed. 
Sacred emblem c^ our creed ! 

6. 
Why then heave a doubtful breath ? 
Is it from the dread of death ? 
Gain your life, contemiuag it ; 
Let us for our native right. 
Let us all for freedf^m fight. 

6. 
Now your ancieilt valour prove. 
Gather from your country's love 
Hero-strength and energy, 
. T is this circling year must tell 
If the Grecian host fight well. 

7. 
Of the nineteeth ceiltury 
Since our Lord did live and die. 
In the year of twenty-»ope. 
Mighty wonder^ shall ii^sure- 
Those who live iii Christ secure. 
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Me rrjv SvvajuLiv rriv Oeiap 

Kai ffiraparei rove iyOpwQ. 
TLoiav ^o^av vpoc to ykvoQ 
Tioiav <l>fifiifiv *c Tovi; TpaucovQl 

ff. 
''BkOTiavra^ eXevOepiav 
Xa>/occ SvvdfUP KifjAfiiav 
Me Ttt T€Kva <rov Zv^eiQ, 
To OavfiaZei KaOe yevoc 
Teroioi' rrpayfia va irodpc. 



c. 



Kai fie aejSac to Owpovp 
^'Oaa eOvti Karoucovp 
'2 riv Evpaiirt|v yeviKiScj 

*0 aiwv 'EXXtji'cicoc* 



ca. 



Kac fiAeyaX eroifiatriav 
''OXoi Kapvovai pk (iiav 
Aca TOVTO woS 2^i|Tac, 
^re^avovQ yjpv<rovQ va ^eiXow 
UpOQ ra reKva <roS 'EAXai;. 
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8. 
By the Lord's help-lendii^ ann. 
Broken is the Moslem charm. 
And destroyed Christ's fellest foe. 
Greeks, weVe gained the glorious crown. 
Everlasting our renown. j 

9. 
With their native swords and ranks. 
Unassisted by the Franks, 
Now for freedom fight the Greeks : 
Nations in amaze behold 
Hellas' sons like Greeks of old. 

10. 
Europe's noble children saw 
With a sacred reverend awe 
Their bold exploits, their daring feats; — 
Every where the question 's heard. 
Is the Grecian age restored ? 

11. 
Greece, to thee they all award 
Victory's crown thy due reward ; 
To thy conquering children send. 
As a token of their love, 
Chaplets, Europe's daughters wove 



1 
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nXeoi' Sep ehf' a/u^i jSoXcn -■ 
*'Oti V eXevOepia 
Trjc Tpaucidc etp irX^rt^ ^ 

ETmii. rrpa^ayn ^ Xjm^ov^mk : 

K» > / » -? » / 
c a/Aerarpe^ eip av^ii.i 



Aaipe /occa> Tvyc .upvpeun: 
Kal irriyri Tracnyc <ra<^iV<r. 

''Ore /ueXXec I'a OptaplieitFy 

Eli^ac ypi>pn ycpuch* 

Kal TO. reKvaaov i/ne /3cav 
E^^cuvrac /u€ irpo9vfUWf 
At eaeMa va ^a^vi^, , 
Uepl 7ri?cp iccu warpiSa 
Trjv }!fijriv rove ^€1^ ^^ow* 






'OXoc ic/oa^iovi' ofxoff>&pu)<; 
On TOVTOC . €11', o ypovoQy 
Kal (fiwvaCiovPf. t'flTUf rpeit 



Na I'cfc^ar^ TO pan ylvoc 



E<^6aa'ei', ic. t. X. 
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12. 
Hearken to what I proclaim, — 
Slavery is but a name : 
Let no doubt your spirits cloud ; 

Christ ordains that Greece be free, '"^ 

Who withstands our Lord's decree ? 

13. 
To the Cross success shall cling ; 
Hail thee, Hellas, sacred spring ! 
Hail thee, root of valour's bloom ! 
Ours is the glorious day. 
Triumph sits on our array. 

14. 
Rolls the torrent's might along ? 
No, — it is the warlike throng. 
Speeding to the camp of fame ; 
For their country, for their faith. 
Prompt to lavish all their breath. 

16. 
Hark ! the joyous chorus cry 
Rends in unison the sky : 
' Threefold is the bliss I seek. 
For my country's weal I bleed. 
For my native land, my creed ! " 

The slavish, &c. 



. _ l^' 










NOTES. 



Page 13. [A] This is an appellation of fondness in oommon use 
amongst the Greeks. 

Page 83. [B] The parting iiyunction of the Spartan mothers to 
their sons when going to battle, — " to preserve their shield, or re- 
turn stretched lifeless upon it." 



THE END. 
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